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I will _ with the Spirit and I will fins with © 
the Underffanding alſo, 1 Cor. xiv. 15. 

Speaking to yourſelves in Pſalms, and Hymns, and 
Spiritual Songs, ſinging and making Melody in 
your Heart to the Lord. Epheſ. v. 19. 


ls any merry? Let him ſing Pſalms. James v. 13. 
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PRE F A CE. 


SALMODY is one of the moſt eu 
alted parts of Divine Worſhip; it raiſes 
our devotion; it warms our zeal; it [parts 

tualizes our affettions ; it elevates our ſouls into 

a kind of holy rapture; and gives us a foretaſte 

of that extatick bliſs, which, we hope, ſhall 

employ all our powers and faculties in the endleſs 

ages of Eternity. To fing and love is the buſineſs 

and happineſs of Angels; and, indeed, what ſers 

vice can better befit thoſe glorious Beings, than 

to be continually hymning forth the praiſes of 

Him, in whoſe immediate preſence they for even 

are; whoſe rays of glory are conſtantly diffuſed 

around them; and whoſe gracious and benign 
ſmiles fill. them with an uninterrupted ſucceſfrom 
of delights and pleaſures which ſhall never haut 

an end? And altho Man, by reaſon of the frail 

ties and imperfections of his nature, falls ini 

nitely ſhort of angelick devotion, yet he is capable 

of maintaining an intercourſe with GOD, tho? 

at a much greater diſtance, and attended with mas 

ny interruptions and infirmities; his intellefFual 

faculties may yet be repleniſhed with the effuſion 
of divine grace; his ſoul irradiated with thi 
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BR” REP A CE. 
Wuminations of the Holy Spirit; and he may even 
joo, have ſome foretaſte of thoſe joys which will 
be complete only in Heaven. 
And here let us ſtand ſtill and contemplate the 
nice condeſcenſion of our gracious GOD] He,who 
Es infinitely and ſentially happy in and from him- 
„ and has no need of the ſervices of the moſi per- 
Jett, the moſt exalted of his creatures, yet is graci- 
louſly pleaſed to accept of the mean, i, ſincere, per- 
© Jormances of weak, fail, corrupt, ſinful man; 
eo overlook his infirmities; to excuſe his weak- 
meſſes ; to furniſh him with gifts and graces, and 
to give him ſome ſhort, interrupted views of thoſe 
beavenly glories which are reſerved for his perfett 
und eternal fruition in the other world. And 
oben his faith and hope are this fixed on theſe 
zmmortal Objefts, his very ſoul is rejoiced with- 
in him; his lips utter the Melody that he feels 
iin bis heart ; and he begins a ſong of Thankſgiv- 
ing to his GOD, whoſe love has been diſplayed to 
bim a poor ſinner ; to Jeſus Chriſt, who has re- 
 Fdeem'd him from that perdition in which he found 
Fbimſelf ſo miſerably involved; and to the Holy 
Spirit, /rom whoſe ſweet and gracious influences 
be experiences ſo much comfort, joy, and delight. 
And how glad is he when he meets with ſuch aſſiſt - 
ances from others, as may help him to expreſs his 
eratc/ul ſentiments of the divine favour ! 
i for this purpoſe we have collected from 
be works of thoſe authors that are moſt eminent- 
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ly diſtinguiſhed for their piety, ſuch pieces of ſas 
cred poeſy, as are beft adapted to the various 
circumſtances of a Chriſtian while on this ſidel 
Heaven; and it o1ght to be efteemed as a ſingula® 
Mercy of GOD, that he has inclined the hearts 
of ſo many learned and ingenious men, to emplo 
their talents and abilities in the ſ-rvice of hn 
church, and to ſurniſh their weaker brethren with 
thoughts and expreſſions ſuited to the diverſity 0 
their occaſions. How happy are we, that whels 
our devotion is raiſed to the higheſt pitch, and 
we want words to utter thoſe agreeable /enſations 
that we feel upon our ſpirits, we can recut 
to ſuch divine compoſitions, and find the warnt 
and zeal of our hearts, cloathed in a ſuitable dreſs 
our broken. and unconnected ideas reduced into for 
and order; and the fervour of our Section 
under the direction of a rational piety ? I 
Indeed, ſo firong are our paſſions, ſo powerful 
the ſollicitations of ſenſe; ſo encumber'd are wi 
with the cares of this life, that a Chriſtian, hou 
willing ſoever he may be to devote himſelf” to the 
exerciſes of Piety, finds it very difficult to pres 
ſerve his mind ſerene and undifturbed in his moſs 
ſolemn approaches to Gp. He finds it alm 
impoſſible ta keep his attention fix'd, for thi 
ſmalleſt ſpace, on the vbjeft of his Devotions 
every trifling avocation is apt to break the intenſe 
neſs of it; and however weighty and inte 
ing the concerns of his foul, and another World 
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p P R E F A C E. 
ay be, he perceives, to his ſorrow, his inclina. 
jens tending to the hank ee of ſenſe, and 
averſe to the duties of religion. For this reaſon 
be calls to his aſſiſtance all the helps he can meet 
with; and be is pleaſed when, by ſuch helps, his 
Neas and ſentiments of the Supreme Being are ele. 
ated ; and his knowledge of the divine attributes 
enlarged ; when the nature of GoD, and the Peah- 
Ries of the inviſible world are laid open and made 
eve! to bis own underſtanding; and the immen/it 
v7 the divine Goodneſs, in the Redemption of the 
world by the Meſſiah, is celebrated in ſtrains 
expreſſive of his own ſenſe of thoſe wonderful 
dealings of God with Man, 

E The learned Dr. Hammond, in bis Preface to 
the Paraphraſe on the Pſalms, fays, “ That the 
* Fathers of the Church aſſure us, that in the 
„f ages of Chriſtianity, Pſalmody was the 
" conſtant attendant, ſometimes of their meals, 
generally of their buſineſs, in the ſhop and in 
* rhe field: Thus they learnt the whole book by 
* heart, and their whole age continued finging or 


c ſaying Pjalms.” 


I this ſmall Collection hall, in any degree, 
4 the piously diſpoſed Chriſtian, in bis ſolemn 
Had eſſes to GOV, our ends are anſwered; and 
Wet hig aſcribe the glory to the infnite Supreme 
Being, to whom it moſt properly belongs. 
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DIVINE MELODY 


A Here to DEO T ION 


The MYSTERY of LIFE. 


O many years I've ſeen the ſun, 
And calbd theſe eyes and hands my own, 4 
A thouſand little acts I've done, - 
And childhood have and manhood ktiowns : % 
O what is life! and this dull round „ 
To tread, why was a Spirit bound? 
80 many airy draughts and lines, 
And warm excurſions of the mind, 
Have fill'd my ſoul with great deſigns, _ 
While practice grovel'd far behind. I 
O what is thought! and where withdraw 3 
The glories which my fancy ſaw ? 
So many tender joys and woes 
Have on my quiv'ring ſoul had power; 
Plain life with height'ning paſſions role, 
The boaſt or burden of their hour: 


o Divine MELODY; Or, 


0 what is All we feel! why fled 
(Thoſe pains and pleaſures o'er my head | ? 


po many human ſouls divine, 5 
Some at one interview diſplay'd, #- 2 Al 
Dome oft and freely mixt with mine, 

| In laſting bonds my heart have laid: 

BO what is Friendſhip ! why impreſt 

On my weak, wretched, dying Breaſt? | 


So many wondrous gleams of light, 
And gentle ardors from above, 
Have made me fit, like feraph bright, 
Some moments on a throne of love: 
O what is virtue! why had I, 

Who am ſo low, a taſte ſo high? ? 


Pre long, when ſoy' reign wifdom wills, 
My ſoul an unknown path ſhall tread, 
And ſtrangely leave, who ftrangely fills _ 
This ſrame, and waft me to the dead. 
© What is Death ?——* tis life's laſt ſhore, 
Where vanities are vain no more; 

Where all purſuits their goal obtain, 

And life is all retouch d again; 

here in their bright reſult ſhall riſe 


* virtues, friendſhips, griefs and Is 
P S ALM XVIII. 


PART I. 


9 Change of times ſhall ever ſhock 
My firm affetion, Lord, to Thee: 
For thou haſt always been my rock, 
A fortreſs and defence to me. 
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E 15 to DF V TION. 


Thou my deliverer art, my God, 

My truſt is in thy mighty power; 
Thou art my ſhield from foes abroad, 
At home my ſafeguard and my tower. 


To Thee will Laddre(s my prayer. 
(To whom all praiſe we juſtly owe) 
So ſhall I, by thy watchful care, 

Be guarded from my treach'rous foe. 


By floods of pain and fear diſtreſt, 
; With ſeas of ſorrow compaſs'd round, 
With ſin's infernal pangs oppreſt, 

In death's unwieldy fetters bound: 


To heaven I made my mournful prayer, 
To God addreſt my humble moan; 
Who graciouſly inclin'd his ear, 

And heard me from his lofty chrone. in 


Pans IL - 


Thou ſuit'ſt, O Lord, thy:righteous n | 
To various paths of human-kind ; 

They who for mercy merit praiſe, 
With Thee ſhall wondrous mercy find. 


Thou to the juſt ſhalt Juſtice ſthew; 

The pure thy purity ſhall ſee: 

Such as perverſely chule to go 

Shall meet with due returns from Thee. 


For God's deſigns ſhall ftill ſucceed; 
His word will bear the utmoſt teſt 5 
He's a ſtrong ſhield to all that need, 

| And on his ſure Protection reſt. 


1% AHzLye 1 DEVOTBON. 
* Who then deſerves to be ador'd, | 
But God, on whom my hopes depend ? 


Or who, except the mighty Lord, 
Can with reſiſtleſs power defend? 


G OD Gloricus, and Sinners ſev d. 


F AT HER how wide thy glory ſhines! 
How high thy wonders riſe! 


Known thro” *” earth by thouſand figns, 
By thouſands thro” the skies. 


Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim chy or: r. 
Their mot ions ſpeak thy ſkill; 

And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience ſtill. 


Part of thy name divinely ftands, 

On all thy creatures writ 

They ſhew the labour of thy hands, 
Or impreſs of thy feet. 


But when we view thy ſtrange deſign 
To fave rebellious worms, 

Where vengeance and compaſſion join 
In their divineſt forms: 


Here the whole Deity is known, 
Dor dares a creature gueſs 
Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 

The juſtice or the grace. 


Kow tie full glories of the Lamb 
Adorn the heav nly plains; 
Bright 5craphs learn Immanuel's name, 
And try cheir choiceſt ſtrains. | 
O may 
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Divine MELODY; Or, 
O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal ſong ; 


Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart 
And love command my tongue. 


Sovereignty and Grace. 


HF Lord! how fearful is his name! 
How wide is his command ! 
Nature with all her moving frame, 
Reſts on his mighty hand. 


Immortal glory forms his throne 
And light his awful robe, 

While with a ſmile or with a frown 
He manages the globe. 


A word of his almighty breath 
Can ſwell or fink the Seas, 

Build the vaſt empires of theearth, 
Or break them as he pleaſe. 


Adoring Angels round him fall, 
In all their ſhining forms, 
His ſov'reign eye looks thro” them all, 
And picies mortal worms. 


His bowels to our worthleſs race 

In ſweet compaſſion move; | 
He cloaths his looks with ſofteſt grace, 
And takes his title, Love. 


No let the Lord for ever reign, 
And way us as he will: 

Sick or health, in eaſe or pain, 
We are his children till, 
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12 A HT to DEVOTION. 
No more ſhall peeviſh paſſion riſe, 
The tongue no more complain: 


*Tis (ov reign love that lends our joys, 
And love reſumes again. 


A HYM N, Compoſed by Mr. Benjamin 


Seward. 


222 bleſſed Jeſus, quickly come, 


And mark the bripht celeſtial way; 
Within my breaſt ere& thy throne, 
Nor let me faint thro' long delay. 


I'm weary of theſe earthly toys, 

The world, and all its flattering charms; 
My heart pants after purer joys, 

And Chrift alone my boſom warms. 


With coldneſs and contempt I view, 


Theſe vain, theſe tranſitory ſcenes ; 
Since faith hath warm' d my ſoul anew; 
And wak'd me from Egyptian dreams. 


Methinks a ray of heavenly light,” 
Already darts upon my ſoul; _ 

Methinks the promis'd land's in ſight, 
My heart's the Necdle, Chriſt the Pole. 


What tho? for pageantry and ſtate, 
Others to earthly treaſures truſt z 8 1 


And aiming falſly to be great, 
Like the vile Ae lick the duſt: 


My r my treaſure, and my reſt, 
My all- ſufficiency's above; 
The kingdoms of the world poſſeſs d, 
1 Are vain, without my Saviour's loye.:-\. © 
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Divinl MELODY; Or, 
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AHYMN, Compoſed by the Reverend Ms. 
Charles VWelley. 


M E ET and right it is'to ſing, 
Glory to our God and King; 


Meet in every time and place, 
Right to ſhew forth all thy praiſe. 


T 


Sing we now. in duty bound, 
Loud repeat the gladſome ſound 3 
Publiſh it through earth abroad, 
Praiſe the everlaſting God. 


Praiſes here, to Thee we give, 
Here our open thanks receive; 
Holy Father, ſovereign Lord, 
Always, every where ador'd ! 


Sons of Fe/ial hear the cry, 
Loud as you our God defy! 
You can glory in your ſhame, 
Shall not we our God proclaim? 


You can brave th' eternal laws, 
Zealous in your maſter's cauſe; 
Jeſu! ſhall thy ſervants be 
Leſs reſolv'd and bold, for thee? 


No! though men and fiends exclaim, 
Sing we ſtill in Jeſu's name; 

Jeſus will we ever bleſs, 

Thee before thy foes confeſs ! 


n AHzLy to DEVOTION. 
Silent have we been too long, 
Aw'd by earth's rebellious throng z 


bee if we ſhall ftill deny. 
| Lord, the very Stones would cry, 


VIR TVE. 


CVE E I day, ſo cool, fo calm, fo bright, 
The bridal ot the earth and sky: 
Ihe dew ſhall weep thy fall to night, 
For thou with all thy ſweets muſt die! 


Sweet roſe, ſo fragrant and ſo brave, 
Dazling the raſh beholder's eye : 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 
And thou with all thy ſweets muſt die! 


| 
| 
$* 
| Sweet ſpring, ſo beauteous and ſo gay, 
Storehoule, where ſweets unnumber'd lie: 
Not long thy fading glories ſtay, 


But thou with all thy ſweets muſt die! 


Only a ſweet and virtuous mind, 
When nature all in ruins lies, 

When earth and heaven a period find, 
Begins a life that never dies! 


DOOMSDAY. 


« N OME to judgment, come away! 
+ (Hark, I hear the Angel ſay, 

F Summoning the duſt to riſe) 

„ HHaſt, reſume and lift your eyes; 

„ Hear, ye ſons of Adam, hear, 
Man before thy God appear!” 
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Divine MELODY; Or, 
Come to judgment, come away! 
This the laſt, the dreadful day. 
Sov reign author, judge ot all, 
Duſt obeys thy quick'ning call; 
Duſt no other voice will heed ; 
Thine the trump that wakes the dead. 


Come to judg ment, come away! 
L ingring man no longer ſtay; 
Thee let earth at length reſtore, 
Pris ner in her womb no more; 
Burſt the barriers of the tomb, 
Riſe to mect thy inſtant doom! 


Come to judgment, come away ! 
Wide diſperſt howe'er ye ſtray, 
Loſt in fire, or air, or main, 
Kindred atoms mee: again; 
Sepulchred where er ye reſt, 
Mix'd with fiſh, or bird, or beaſt, 


Come to judgment come away ! 
| Help, O Cbriſt, thy works decay: 
Man is out of order hurl'd, 
Parcel'd out to all the world ; 
Lord, thy broken concert raiſe, 
And the muſick ſhall be praile. 


SPIRITUOUS SLUMBER 


Thou, who all things canſt controul, 
Chaſe this dead ſlumber from my foul ; 
With joy and fear, with love and awe 

Give me to keep thy perfect law. 


O m 


4 > 
1 1 
» 
5 
. 
- 


4 . 16, A 1 "LP to DEVOTION. 


| © may one beam of thy bleſt light 
Fierce thro”, diſpel the ſhades of night: 
Touch my cold breaſt with heav'nly fire, 
Wich holy, conq'ring zeal inſpire. 


Por zeal I ſigh, for zeal I pant ; 
= Yet heavy is my ſoul and faint : 
With ſteps unwav'ring, undiſmay'd 
Give me in all thy paths to tread. 


With out-ftretch'd hands, and ſtreaming eyes 
Oft I begin to graſp the prize; 


I groan, I ftrive, I watch, | pray: 


But ah! how ſoon it dies away ! 


I.! he deadly ſlumber ſoon feel 
Afreſh upon my ſpirit ſteal: 

Riſe, Lord; ſtir up thy quick'ning pow'r, 
And wake me that I fleep no more. 


Single of heart O may I be, 
= Nothing may I deſire but thee - 


Far, far from me the world remove, 


And all that holds me from thy love! 
VANITY. 


HE fleet aſtron'mer travels o'er 

The ſpheres with his ſagacious mind, 
Their ſtations views from door to door, 
As if to purchaſe he deſign'd: 


hro' all their circling orbs he goes, 
And all their mazy wandrings knows. 


Her inmoſt ſtores wait his command. 


Heav'n his ſole treaſure now he loves; 


A Hire reo DBVOTION, 
The nimble diver with his fide 
Cuts thro' the working waves his way, 
To fetch the pearl which God did hide 
On purpoſe from the view of day, 
That he might ſave his life, and hers - "i 
Whoſe pride the coſtly danger wears. _ 


The ſubtle chymiſt can diveſt 
Gay nature of her various hue; _ 22 
Stript of her thouſand forms, confeft 2 
She ſtands; and naked to his view: : 
At diſtance other ſuitors ſtand z 


What has not man ſought out and found, 

But God? Who yet his glorious law *. 

Plants in us; mellowing the ground 4008 
With ſhow'rs and froſt, with love and awe;  _ | 

Poor, buſy, fooliſh man! for death A 
In fire, and air, and ſea, and land, 

Thro' heav'n above, and earth beneath - 43 
Thou ſeek'ſt; but miſſeſt life at hand, L 


GIDDINESS. 


O What a thing is man! from reſt 


How widely diſtant, and from power! 


Some twenty ſev'ral men at leaſt 


He ſeems, he is, each ſey'ral hour, "2 


But let a tempting thought creep in; 


His coward ſoul he ſoon reproves, oY 
Ilg bat ſtarts t admit a pleaſing fin. 2 
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KFager he ruſhes now to war, 
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Inglorious now diſſolves in eaſe: 
Wealth now engroſſes all his care; 


141 
And laviſh now he ſcorns 1 incr eaſe. 
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A ſtately doom he raiſes now: 
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See, level lies its lofty brow, 
Cruſh'd by the whirlwind of his will. 


O what were man, if his attire 
Still vary'd with his varying mind! 
It we his ev'ry new defire 


* {BAL MELODY; Or, 


* 1 


Ls 


But ſoon the dome his change ſhall feel; 


Stamp d on his altering form could Fry 


t 


1 bl Could each one ſee his neighbour” 8 heart, 


Brethren and ſocial made in vain, 


„5 / All would disband and range apart, 


And man deteſt the monſter man. 


1 
1 1 If God refuſe our heart to turn, 
31 


1 4 Of wiſdom 


Vain will his firſt creation be: 
O make us daily! Or we ſpurn 
Our own ſalyation, Lord, and thee! 


7; The Offices of « Cbr if 


OIN all the 3 names | 
love, and powr, 

T hat ever mortals knew, 

That angels ever bore; 
All are too mean to ſpeak thy worth, = 
Too mean to ſet TRE, Saviour, forth. 
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But O what gentle terms, | 
What condeſcending'ways 
Doth our Redeemer uſe 
"To teach his heav'nly grace! 
Mine eyes with joy and wonder ſte 
What Forms of love he bears for me. 

Array'd in mortal fleſh 

Lo the great angel ſtands 

And holds the promiſes 

And pardons in his hands: 95 1 
Commiſſion'd from his Father's throne 1 
To make his grace to mortals known. 7 


Great Prophet of my God, 

My tongue ſhall bleſs thy name, 
By Thee the joyful news 

Ot our ſalvation came; 


The joyful news of fins forgiv'n | 
Of Hell ſubdu'd and peace with Heaven. 


Be Thou my counſellor, 3 
My pattern and my guide; | 
And thro” this deſart land 
Still keep me near thy fide- 
O let my feet neer run aſtray, 
Nor rove nor ſeek the crooked way. 


I love my Shepherd's voice, | 4 
His watchful eyes mall keep 81 
My wand'ring ſoul among 75 
The thoufands of his ſheep. | 

He feeds his flock, He calls their names, 

His boſom bears the tender Lambs 


11 Divine MELODY; OH. 
1 {1 Jeſus, my great high prieſt, þ 
110 Offer'd his blood and dy'd; 

My guilty conſcience ſeeks 

No ſacrifice befide. | 


His pow'rful blood did once attone, 
Andnow it pleads before the throne: 


O Thou, ne. Lord, 

My Conqu'ror and my King, 

Thy ſcepter and thy ſword, 
Thy reigning grace I fing. 
Thine is the pow'r, behold I fit 
In willing bonds before thy feet, 


Now let my ſoul ariſe Ml 
And tread the tempter down, 2 
My captain leads me forth- 
Io conqueſt and a crown. Kir ne 
March on, nor fear to win the day, _ 
Tho? death and hell obſtruct the way. 


dChou'd all the hoſts of death 
And powers of hell unknown 
15 Put their moſt dreadful forms 
Ki Of rage and miſchief on, 
4 | I hall be ſafe, for Chriſt diſplays 
Bt Superior power and guardian grace. 


Chriſt our Prieſt and King. 1 


OW to the Lord who makes us know 
The wonders of his dying love, 


Be humble honours paid below, 
And ſtrains of nobler praiſe above. 


Nas 
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88 
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'Twas he, that cleans'd our fouleſt ſins, | 
And waſh'd us in his richeſt blood: 6 


is he that makes us prieſts and kings, 


And brings us rebels near to Gd. 
To Jeſus, our attoning prieſt, 


To Jeſus, our attoning king, 
Be everlaſting pow'r confeſt, 
And ev'ry tongue his glory ſing. 


Behold, on flying clouds he comes 


Andev'ry eye ſhall ſee him move: 
Tho' with our fins we pierc'd him once, 


Lo, he diſplays his pard'ning love. 


The unbelieving world ſhall wail, 
While we rejoice to ſee the day: 
Come, Lord, nor let thy promiſe fail, 5 
Nor let thy chariots long delay! Vl 


The New creation. 


T TEND, while God's eternal ſon 
Doth his own Glories ſhew: | 
« Behold, I ſit upon my throne, 

0 Creating all things new. 


« Nature and fin are paſt away, 
& And the old Adam dies: 


My hands a new foundation lay; 


#3 85 


ce See anew world ariſe” "Mm 
Mighty Redeemer, ſet me free : | 
From my old ftate of fin: 7 _ 
O make my ſoul alive to Thee, k 
Create new pow'rs within, © '- 1 3 
B 3 eee 
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Renew my eyes and form my ears, 
And mould my heart afreſh ; 

Give me new paſſions, joys, and fears, 
And turn the ſtone to fleſh. 


— Far from the regions of the dead, 
From fin and earth and hell, 
ln the new world thy grace has made, 

May I for ever dwell! 


Chriſt wor ſhipp'd by all Creatures. 


1 With angels round the throne: 
en thouſand thouſand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 


Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they cry, 
To be exalted thus: 

Worthy the Lamb our a reply, 
For he was flain for us. 


Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honour and pow'r divine; 

And bleſſing more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. 


The whole creation join in one 
To bleſs the ſacred name 

Of him that ſits upon the throne, 

And to adore the Lamb. | 


The New Covenant ſeal d. 


T HE promiſe of my Father's love 
Shall ſtand. for ever good, 


wy He ſaid ; and gave his ſoul to death, 
13 And ſeal d che grace with blood. 


o M let us join our chearful Songs 


A HIL DEVOTION® 
Io this bleſt cov'nant of thy word | 
[ ſet my worthleſs name: 


I ſeal th' engagement to my Lord 
And make my humble claim. 


The light and ſtrength and pard'ning grace 
And glory ſhall be mine: 

My life and ſoul, my heart and fleſh, 

And all my powers are thine. 


Love, Wiſdom, Juſtice, join'd and wrought 
The wonders of that day : 


No mortal tongue, or mortal thought 
Can equal thanks repay. 


Our hymns ſhall ſound like thoſe above, 
Could we our voices raiſe : 

Yet, Lord, our hearts ſhall all be love, 
And all our lives be praiſe! 


Jo HN xv. 18, 19. 


HERE has my ſlumb'ring ſpirit been, 
So late emerging into light? 

' So imperceptible, within, 

The weight of this Egyptian night ! 


Where have they hid the World ſo long, 
So late preſented to my view ? 
Wretch ! tho' my ſelf increas'd the throng, 
Myſelf a part 1 never knew. ah 


Secure beneath its ſhade I fat, 

To me were all its favours ſhown : 
- could not taſte its ſcorn or hate; 
Alas, it ever loy'd its own! 1 
| 3 Jeſa 


1 


1 
4 


| l judgments fal ſe, its pleaſures vain, 


* Hloine 10 E L 6 D 1 : 110% 4 


| Hear, it half diſeerning now, 

From Thee! gain this glimm'ring light, 
Retouch my eyes, anoint them Thou, 
And grant me to receive my ſight. 


The World with other eyes to ſee: 


\ 


Its friendſhip enmity with Thee, 


br 
6 Peluſive world, thy hour is = 


The folly of thy wiſdom 


if It cannot now retard my haſte, 


Tleaye Thee for the holy few. 


Vel Thou blind leader of the blind, 


I bow my neck to Thee no more; 


| {7 caſt thy glories all behind, 


And {light thy ſmiles, and dare thy pow? 'r, 


Pl Excluded from my Saviour's pray T. 


Stain'd, yet not hallow'd, with his blood, 
Shalr Thou my fond affection ſhare, 


f 
8 
1 
3 


dhalt Thou divide my heart with God? 


Re! Tho' it rouze thy utmoſt rage, 
Eternal enmity 1 vow: 

[| Tho! hell with thine its pow'rs engage, 
Prepar'd I meet your onſet now. 


* me with ſcorn, reproach and ſhame: 1. 
My patient maſter's portion give; 


As evil fill caſt out my name, 


Nor ſutfer ſuch a mere to live. 


Set to thy ſeal that I am his; 
Vile as my lord I long to be: 

My hope, my crown, my glory this, 
Dying to conquer fin and Thee! 


Hymn to Contempt. 
Elcome, contempt ! ſtern, faithfu 
Unpieaſing, healthful food! 


Hail pride-ſprung antidote of pride, 
Hail evil turn'd to good! 


Thee when with awful pomp array'd 

. W-judging mortals fee, 

Perverſe they fly with coward ſpeed, - 
To guilt they fly from Thee. 


Yet if one haply longing ſtands 
To chuſe a nobler part, 

Ardent from ſin's enſnaring bands 
To vindicate his heart: 


Preſent to end the doubtful ſtrife, - 
Thy aid che ſoon ſhall feel; 

Confirm'd by Thee, tho' warm in life, 
Bid the vain world farewell. 

Thro' Thee he treads the ſhining way 

hat ſaints and martyrs trod, 

Shakes off the frailty of his clay, 
And wings his ſoul tor God. 


His portion Thou, he burns no more, 
With fond deſire to pleaſe; 

The fierce, diſtracting conflicts o'er 
And all his thoughts are peace, 
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guide, 5 
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| ent b RO pity down, "6 1 Jetty} 1:4 vile io) 
vi To I heealone'tis givin S 
Wich glorious infamy to crown 
© The favourites of heav'n. 


With hee heav'n's fav'rite ſon, when made 
| bs Incarnate, deign'd r abide; 
To hee he mgekly bow'd his head, 

1 4 * He bow'd his head, and dy'd. 


And ſhall I till the cup decline, 
His ſuffering diſefteem, 


Diſdain to make this portion mine 
When ſanctify d by him? 


Or firm thro him and undiſmay'd, 
Thy ſharpeſt darts abide ? 
Sharp as the thorns that tore his head, 
The ſpear that pierc'd his ſide? 


Ves — ſince with Thee my lot is caft, 
T bleſs my God's decree, 
Embrace with joy what he embrac'd, 
And live and die with lhee ! b 
So when before th' Angelic hoſt Ne 
1 Jo each his lot is given, 11 
Ihy name ſhall be in glory loſt, 
And mine be found in heav'n! 
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Gov! our ir Light in Darkneſs. 


T Y God, the ſpring of all my jo ys 
1 The life of my delights, 7 
The glory of my 3 days, 15498 3 
And comfort of my nig a ol ba 


In darkeſt ſhades, if thou appear 
My dawning is begun: 

Thou art my ſoul's bright morning tar, 
And thou my riſing ſun. 


The op'ning Heav'ns around me ſhine 
With beams of ſacred bliſs, 

If Jeſus ſhews his mercy mine, 
And whiſpers, I am his. 


My ſoul would leave this heavy clay 
At that tranſporting word, 

Run up with joy the ſhining way 
To ſee and praiſe, my Lord. 


Fearleſs of Hell and ghaſtly death 
Pd break thro' ev'ry toe : 1 
The wings of love and arms of faith 

Wou'd dear me conqu'ror thro”. 


W ſingle "Eye. 


EACH me my God and King, 
In all things Thee to ſee ! 


And what Ido in any thing 


To do it, as for Thee. 


To ſcorn the ſenſes ſway 

While ſtill to thee I tend, 
In all I do be Thou the way, 

In all be Thou the end. 


All may of thee partake, 
Nothing ſo mean can be, 
But draws when a&ed for Thy ſake, 
Greatneſs and worth from Thee: 


Dionne MELODY; or,” 


If done t' obey thy laws, 

ur Even ſervile labours thine : 

7 Hallow'd all toil, if this the cauſe, 
The meaneſt work divine. 


This is the long-ſought ſtone 

That all converts to gold; 

| % that which God for his doth own 
F Cannot for leſs be told. 


Cruci fixion to the World. 


HEN TI ſurvey the wond'rous croſs 
On which the prince of glory died, 


My richeſt gain I count but loſs, 
ri And pour contempt on all my pride. 


| Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt 
Save in the death of Chriſt my God ! 
All the vain things that charm'd me moſt 
I ſacrifice them to his blood. 


| eee from his head, his hands, his feet 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 
Did cer ſuch love and ſorrows meet ! 
Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown? 


W Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall : 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine 

W Demands my life, my ſoul, my all. 


The AG ONT. 


AIN man has meaſur'd land and ſea, | 
Fathom'd the depths of ſtates and Bet , 
1 Oer earth and heav'n explor d his way: 
E Yet there are two vaſt ſpacious things, 
. 
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AHA DEVOTION. 
To meaſure which doth more beho ve,, ::* 
Yet few that ſound them! fin and love. 55 


Who would kfiow fin, let him repair 
Io Calvary: There ſhall he ſee 
A man ſo pain'd, that all his hair, — 
His skin, his garments bloody be! | , 
Sin is that rack, which forces pain _ 
To hunt its food thro” ev'ry vein. 1487 


Wouldſt thou knoq; love? behold the God, 
J he man, who for thy ranſom dy'd: = 
Go taſte the ſacred fount that flow'd Ter 
Faſt-ftreaming from his wounded fide! "0 
Love, is that liquor moſt divine, 
God feels as blood, but I as wine. 
e, — The Thankſgiving. _ 
O King of grief, (how ſtrange and true: 
The name, to Jeſus only due) 


How, Saviour, ſhall I grieve for Thee ? | 
Who in all griefs preventeft me. 66k El 


Then let me die with I hee in love, 
And try who there ſhall conq'tor prove. 
Giv'it Thou me wealth? 1 will reſtore 
All back unto Thee by the poor. 


_ Giv't Thou me honour? All ſhallfſee +: © 7 
The honour doth belong to Thee: - ' © 3 
A boſom- friend? If falſe he prove 1 272.4 
To Thee, I will tear thence his love.. 
Thee ſhall my muſick find: each ſtring 
Shall have his attribute to ſing z th: no 
And ev'ry note accord in Thee, 
To prove one God, one harmony. 


24.4 
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Siv'ſt Thou me knowledge? It ſhall ſtill 

Search out Thy ways, Thy works, Thy wal 
Tea I will We Thy book, nor move 
WE Till I have found hi Thy love. 


WW Thy love I will turn back on TRE} 
WO my dear Saviour, victory! = 
Then for thy paſſion, I for that 

We Will do -— alas, Tknow not _ 4 


The Reprizal.” 


W EL L have Iweigh'd it, Lord, and find 
my Thy mighty paſſion mocks; wy Skill: 
W Tho” I die for 1hee, I'm behind; 

My ſins deſerve the death to feel. 


O vere I innocent, that? 
Might bring Thee off' rings pure and free! 
Still my attempt thy wounds © \ 4-7} 


4 For they require me dead for 1 hee. 

et will! ſhare the conqueſt too: Fx 

I bo' I can do againſt Thee nought, OSS x 
WW In Thee, © Lord, I will ſubdue _ er! 
WL The man that once againſt Thee fought! F 
17136 ry | 

| il 4 Charity. 

Mt APPY che heart, where graces reign, . 
{ Where love inſpires the breaſt! !! 
Love is the brighteſt of the train, or 
l q And perfe&ts-alFehie-re. rt. 
W Knowledge, alas! *tis all in van, _ 


And all in vain our fer; 1 Fe 
Our ſtubborn fins will fight and reign, a 2 . 
| 1 . 5 love be CLEATS: 4 4 * nl 8 1 ok a, 


AH ELT 7% DEVOTION. *x 
»Tis love that makes our chearful feet 04 
In ſwift obedience move 


The Devils know, and . too; 1 
But Satan cannot love: 4] 108 


This is the grate that lives and ſinge, 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe ; 
This ſhall ftrike our joyful ſtrings 
In the {ſweet realms of bliſs. 


Yea, eer we quite forſake out clay, 
Or leave this dark abode, 
The wings of love bear us away. 
To ſee our gracious Gd! 


Veni Creator: 


REA TOR: Spirit, by whoſe aid 
The World's 1 firſt were laid, 
Come, viſit ev'ry pious mind. A 
Come, pour thy joys on human kind; 
From fin and ſorrow ſet us tree, 
And make thy temples worthy thee. 


O {ource of uncreated heat, 

The father's promis'd Paraclete! 
Thrice holy fount, immortal fire, 
Our hearts with heuv 'nly love inſpire: 
Come, and Thy ſacred unction bring 
To ſanktify us while we ſing. 


Plenteous of grace deſcend from high, 
Rich in thy ſeven-fold energy 
Thou ſtrength of His almighty hand; 


Fe you 1 doth Heav' n and earch com mi 2 
Refine” 


* 
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4 Refine and purge. our earthy parts, . 12 
And ſtamp thine image on our hearts. 1 


Create all new; our wills controul; 
Subdue the Rebel in our ſoul; 
Chaſe from our minds th' infernal * 
And peace the fruit of love beſtow. 
And leſt again we go aſtray, 

Protect and guide us in thy way. 


Immortal honours, endleſs fame 
Attend th' almighty father's name; 
The ſaviour ſon be glorify'd, 
Who for loft man's redemption dyd; 5 
And equal adoration be, 

Eternal Paraclete, to thee, 


1 be Thankſgiving. 
| O King of grief, (name ſtrange, yet true, 
0 


To * of all kings only due) 
w, Saviour, ſhall I grieve for thee, 
Who in all griefs preventeſt me 


7 Shall I weep blood ? thou weep'ſt ſuch ſtore 
WH That all my body was one door: 

My God, why doſt thou part from me,” 
Was fuch a grief as cannot be. 


: Then let me vie with thee in love, 
And try who there ſhall conqu'ror prove 

Er Giv ft thou me wealth? I will reftore | j 
All back unto thee by the poor. 

Giv'ſt thou me honour? all ſhall ſee 


1 Ihe honour doth belong to thee: 
A boſom 
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A boſom friend? if falſe he prove, . 
'To Thee, I will tear thence his love. 

My mufick ſhall find Thet : each ftring 

Shall have his attribute to ſing, 

ind every note accord in Thee, 

Io prove one God, one harmony. 
Giv'ſt thou me knowledge? it ſhall ſtil! 
Search out thy ways, thy works, thy will; 
Yea, I will ſearch thy book, nor move 
Till I have found thetein thy love. 


Thy love I will turn back on Thee, 
O my dear Saviour, Victory! 
Then for thy paſſion — I for that 
Will do — alas; I know rfot what. 


. Breathing after the Holy Spirit, 
C OM E holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
5 With all thy quick' ning pow'rs: 
Kindle a flame of ſacred love 

In theſe cold hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of theſe earthly toys: 
Our ſouls, how heavily they go 

To reach eternal joys. 


In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe; _ 
Hoſannas languiſh on our tongues, 

And our devotion dies. 


2 
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Father, ſhall we then ever live. 
At this poor, dying rate? {1-99 
Our love ſo faint, fo cold to Thee, 
oh And thine to us ſo great? 


Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
& With all thy quick'ning powers: 
Come, ſhed abroad a Saviour's love; 
And that ſhall kindle ours. 


Type Witneſſng Spirit. 
We Y ſhould the children of a king 
Go mourning all their days? 


Great comforter deſcend and bring 
Some tokens of thy grace ! 


bDo'ſt thou not dwell in all thy ſaints, 

| And ſeal the heirs of heavn? 

When wilt thou baniſh my complaints, 
And ſhew my ſins forgiv'n ? 


Aſſure my conſcience of her part 
In the Redeemer's blood; 

And bear thy witneſs with my heart 
Tnat 1 am born of God, 


J hou art the earneſt of his love, 

The pledge of joys to come: "Is 
May thy bleft wings, celeſtial Dove, 
Sately convey me home, 

Longing aſter Chriſt. 

Glorious God, and Chriſt on high, 
* That darts thy glories thro' the sky, 
Dart down thy precious gitts to me 
| That only lives to glocy Thee, 
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How. ſweet's thy overflowing. 

That makes me praiſe Thee ev'ry 3 
That makes me wiſh to be with hee 
To ſing in hymns the ſacred Three. 


Thoꝰ but a mortal wormallow'd, 

To me my ſacred Jeſus bow'd ; 

And ſeem'd to ſay, do but repent, 
Fly you to me Fl give you content. 


My ſimple heart miſgave me then, 

f It's s uſual ſo with ſinful men; 

Satan aroſe, and on me ſtar'd, 

Said, fit you ſtill, you're not prepar'd. 


41 pausꝰd a while, and ſeem' d to ſmile: 
O think you not me to beguile; 
My Saviour calls, and | will go; 


Adieu to all t hat's vile below 0 


4 6 4 Key and then ſometimes T1 run, 
And put my Saviour's armour on, 
And proſtrate fell u pon my knees, 

9 Pens I come, do as you pleaſe. 


But this was all that I could ſay; 
Sweet Jeſus turn me not away, 
But let me taſte thy ſacred cup, 
Aſſiſt in faith and help me up. 


hen ſo I ſaid, I dropt a tear, 

Dh, what's my glorious Jeſus here ? 
Db chat mine eyes had been a flood, 
nſtead ot tears, they had dropt blood. 
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To waſh away my clouded fin, 
He, ſmiling ſaid, come enter in. 
Ke opened then to me the door, 
aid, go thy way and fin no more. 


And now in him, I put my truſt, 3 
n ſure the Lord is very juſt; 

He'll take repenting ſinners part 

WW That come to him, with fervent heart; 


PSALM XXII. 


* HE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
10. And feed me with a ſhepherd's care: 
is preſence ſhall my wants ſupply 

And guard me with a watchful eye: 
My noon-day walks he fhalł attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 


W When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant, 1 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 1 
My weary, wandring ſteps he leads; WR 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, | 3 p 
Amid the verdant landskip flow. "i 


Tho' in the paths of death I tread, S | 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, | 

My ſteadfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 
For thou O Lord art with me ſtill; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me thro' the dreadful ſhade. 


| Tho' in a bare and rugged way 
' Thao' devious, lonely wilds I ray, 


A HZ Ir to DEVOTTON, 37 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile; ; 
The barren Wilderneſs ſhall ſmile 


With ſudden Greens and Herbage crown'd, 
And Streams ſhall murmur all around, 


PSALM XXXVI. 


HY Juſtice ſhall maintain its Throne; 
Tho? Mountains melt away; 
'L hv judgments are a world unknown, 
Adeep, unfathom'd Sea. | 


Above theſe heavens created rounds, 
Thy mercies, Lord, extend 
Thy truth eutlives the narrow bounds, 
Where time and nature end. 


Safety to man thy gaadneſs brings, 

Nor overlooks the beaſt: 
Beneath the ſhadow of thy wings 
* Thy children love to reſt. 


From Thee when creature- ſtreams run low, 
And mortal comforts die, 

Perpetual ſprings of life ſhall flow 
And raiſe our pleaſures high, 


Tho” all created light decay, 
And death cloſe up our eyes, 

Thy preſence makes eternal day 
Where clouds can never riſe. 


Hymn to the Trinity. 
E T God the father live 
For ever on our tongues 3 
Sinners from his free love derive _ 
| The ground of all their ſongs. 
19 28 " "Ga: 
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= 5 ho, employ your breath Lt © 
Vil In honour to the Son, 

Who bought your ſouls from hell nada, 
By otfering up his own. 


3 
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Give ye unto the Spirit praiſe 
f an immortal ſtrain, _ 

Whoſe light and power and grace conveys | 
Salvation down to men. 


While God the comforter _ 
Reveals our pardon'd ſin; 

O may the blood and water bear 
The ſame record within. 


TO the great One and Three 

That ſeal the grace in heav'n, 
The Father, Son and Spirit, be 
Eternal glory giv'n. 


GODs Eternal Dominion, 
Reat God, how infinite art Thou, 
W hat worthle is worms are we? 


Let Foe whole race of creatures bow, 
And pay their praiſe to Thee. 


Thy throne eternal ages ſtood, 
E're (eas or ſtars were made: 
Thou art the everlaſting ( 70d, 
Were all the nations de ad. 


Nature and time quite naked lye 
lo thine immenſe ſurvey 
* From the formation of the sky, 
Jo the great burning dx. 
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Eternity with all its years 0 4A 

Stands preſent to thy view; ee e 
To Thee there's nothing old appears, 
Great God, there's nothing new. 


Our lives thro' various ſcenes are drawn, 
And vex'd with trifling cares, 
While thine eternal thought moves on 
I hine undiſturb d affairs. 


The Creator and Creatures. 


ON is a name my ſoul adores, 

Th almighty Three, the eternal One! 
Nature and grace with all their pow'rs 
Confeſs the infinite unknown. 


Thy voice produc'd the fea and ſpheres, 
Bid the waves roar, and planets ſhine ; 
Buc nothing like thyſelf appears 

I hro' all cheſe ſpacious works of thine. 


Still reſtleſs nature dies and grows, 
From change to change the creatures run; 
Thy being no ſucceſſion knows, 

And all thy vaſt deſigns are one. 


A glance of thine runs thro? the globes, 


Rules the bright worlds, and moves their frame: | 
Broad ſheets of light compoſe thy robes, 
Thy guards are form'd of living flame. 


Ho ſhall affrighted mortals dare 


To ling thy glory or thy grace? 
Beneach thy feet we lye ſo far, 
And ſee but ſhadows of thy face. 


C4 


I. Who can behold the blazing light ? 


+ 4481 


Who can approach conſuming flame? 


[| oj but thy wiſdom knows thy might, 


None but thy word can ſpeak thy name: 


The Divine Per ſectjons: 


"HE Lord Jebowah reigns, 
His throne is built on high; 
The garments he aſſum es 
Are light and majeſty. 


| His glories ſhine with beans fo bright 
| No mortal eye can bear the ſight. 


The thunders of his hand 

Keep the wide world in awe; 

His Eh and juſtice ſtand 

To guard his holy law: 
| And 1 wok his love reſolves to bleſs, 
z truth confirms and ſeals the grace. 


Thro' all his mi ighty works, 

Amazing wiſdom ſhines; 

e break the powers of hell, 
nd breaks their dark deſigns. 


11 


. N rrong! is his arm, and ſhall fulfill 


. 


[ 


y 


3 great decrees and ſov'reign will. 


And can this ſov'reign king 
Of glory condeſcend, 

And will he write his name 
My father and my friend! 


oin all my engt. to praiſe the Lord! 


| * hi name, I love his word, 
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The Death of a Se. 
thoughts on awful ſubjects * 2 


Damnation and the dead; 
What horrors ſeize the guilty foul 
Upon a dying bed. 


Lingring about theſe martal ſhores 
dhe makes a long delay, 
Till like a flood with 3 force 


Death ſweeps the wretch away. 


Then ſwift and dreadful ſhe deſcends „ :: i 
Down to the fiery coaſt, | 4 
A mongſt abominable fiends, 


Her felt a frightful Ghoſt. 


There endleſs crowds of ſinners lie, .— = 
And darkneſs makes their chains ; bj 
Tortur'd with keen deſpair they cry, h BE: 
Yet wait for fiercer pains, _—_ 


Not all their anguiſh and their blood 
For their old guilt atones, 
Nor the compaſſions of a God 

Shall hearken to their groans. 


Amazing grace, that kept my breath, 
Nor bid my ſoul ere 

Jill I had learn'd my Saviour's death, 
And well inſur d his love! 


The Death and Burial of a Saint. 


W HM do we mourn departing friends? 
Or ſhake at death's alarms ? 2118 
'Tis but the voice that Jeſus ſends "2.1" 

Ta call them to his arms. 


oY | 
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Are we not tending upward too 

1 A; faſt a time can move? 

Nor would we with the hours more flow 
To keep us from our love. 95 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey. ſ 
T heie bodies to the tomb? 
There the dear fleſh of Jeſus lay, 

And left a long per fume. axe 


© The graves of all his ſaints he bleſt, 
And ſoftned every bed: =] 
Where ſhould the dying members reſt, EW 
But with the dying head? OM 

| 


Thence he aroſe, aſcending high, +48 
Mi And ſhews our feet the way : 55 
Vp to the Lord eur fleſh ſhall fly, 5 
At the great riſing day. ys WL 

WW Then let the laſt loud trumpet found, 1 
And bid our kindred riſe; 1 
Awake, ye nations, under ground, 

= Ye ſaints, aſcend the skies. 


» — 


Salvation i in the Croſs. © ; 


E RE at thy croſs, my dying God, 
lay my ſoul beneath thy love, . 
Beneath the droppings of thy blood: 

\ \ Jeſus, nor ſhall it e er remove. 


1 Not all that tyrants think or 1 
With rage and lightning in their mn 
Nor hell jhall fright my heart away, 
1 Should hell with all its legions riſe, 


| bw. 
oF U 124 ; 2 1 
_ 
| 


p — 
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Should words conſpire to drive me hence, 180 
Moveleſs and firm this h Art 97 115 lie; of * 
Reſolvd (for that's my 8 ence, "7 7 
If 1 muſt periſh, hers | to'd an 7 + L 


But ſpeak, my Lord, and 2 my = 
Am I not ſafe beneath: thy: thade * 


'Thy vengeance will not ſtrike me here, 


| & Fg 
Nor Satan dares my foul invade. : © | | oi () 


Yes, Pm ſecure beneath thy. blood, n 900 
And all my foes ſhall loſe their aim: 11. ti 
Hoſanna to my dy ing God, 
And my beit honours to his name. 5 | 


Longing to raiſe rift beter. 42 28 bi 


8 ORD when my thooghts with wonder roll 


Cer the ſharp torrows-of 1 fout 7! oo an, 
And read m. maker broken laws, | 1 „ 
Repair'd and honour'{ by. thelcroſs: 0 211i} vn 
When I behold death, hell, aritt fin. . 1 
Vanquith d by that dear blood of chine, £1 
And ſee the man that groan d. and dy d, 4 A 
Sit glorious by his father's dle: ff a 


N paſſion- riſe and foar above, va of 
I'm wing d with faith, and fir'd with love; at 


Fain would [ reach eternal thing, 508 

And learn the notes that Gabric lings. '; +37 bad 
But my heart fails, my tongue complains 
For want of their immortal trains __— 
And in ſuch humble note as theſe — 7 717: #x__ 


Muſt tall below thy victories, 


| N Dich MELODY, , * 


| 
| 1 Well, the kind minute muſt a pear 

When we ſhall leave theſe bodies here; , | 
|| | Theſe clogs of clay, and mount on high, 
Jo join the ſongs : above the sky. | 


4 Morning Song: 


NCE more, my ſoul, the riſing day 
Salutes thy waking eyes. 
Once more, my voice Way. tribute pay 
| 

F' 

i 


| 
, | 
| | 


To him that rolls the skies. 


Night unto night his name repeats, 
j 1 The day renews the ſound, 

'F Wide as the heaw'n on which he ſits 
ll} Jo turn the ſeaſons round, 


1 

| 'Tis he ſupports my mortal frame, 
My tongue ſhall ſpeak his praiſe ; 

WE My fins would rouze his wrath to flame, 
UW: And yet his wrath delays. 

(|; On a poor worm thy pow'r might tread, 
And I could neer withſtand: 

WE Thy juſtice might have cruſſid me dead, 
But mercy held thine hand. 


A thouſand wretched ſouls are fled 


1 
I N 
| Since the laſt ſetting ſun, 

And yet thou lengtheneſt out my thread, 


be my moments rug, | 
| | Dear God, let all my hours be thine, 
hilt“ enjoy the light, 


hen ſhall the ſun in ſmiles decline, 
And bring a pleaſing night. 


wo An Evening Song. 
YN Read Sov'reign, let my evening ſong. 
Like holy incenſe riſe; 


Aſſiſt the offerings of my tongue 
To reach the lofty skies. 


Through all the dangers of the day 
Thy hand was {till my guard, 

And ftill to drive my wants away 
Thy mercy ſtood prepar'd N 


Perpetual bleſſings from above 
Incompaſs me around, 
But O how few returns of love 
Hath my creator found! 


What have I done for him that dy'd 
Io fave my wretched ſoul ? 
How are my follies multiply'd, 
Faſt as my minutes roll! 
Lord, with this guilty heart of mine 
To thy dear croſs 1 flee, 
And to thy grace my ſoul refign, 
To be renew'd by Thee. 
Sprinkled afreſh with pard'ning blood 
I lay me down to reſt, 
As in th* embraces of my God, 
Or on my ſaviour's breaſt. 


A Hymn for Morning or Evening- 


H Oſanna, with a chearful ſound, 
To God's upholding hand 
Ten thouſand ſnares attend us round, 
And yet ſecure we ſtand, 


Be N E 1 6, 0%, 5 | 


| ** 
That was a moſt amazing power 


We wake, and we admire the bel 1 214. i 
That was not made our tomb. - 11 


The riſing morning can't aſſure 
That we ſhall end the day, 
For death ſtands ready at the door 


To ſeize our lives away. £ 44 


Pur breath is forfeited by fin 
= To God's revenging laß; 
bi We own thy grace, immortal king, 
In ev'ry gaſp we draw. 


Witt God! is our ſun, whoſe daily light 
Our joy and ſafety brings; 
WOvr feeble fleſh lies ſafe at nicht 
Beneath his ſhady wings. | 


Godly Sorrow ar iſing from the Sufferings of Chriſt. 


LAS! and did my Saviour bleed! 
1 And did my Sov reign die? = 
Would he devote that ſacred head 

For ſuch a worm as 1? 


Thy body ſlain, ſweet Jeſus thine, 

„ And bath'd in its own blood, 

= While all expos'd to wrath divine, | | K 
14 The glorious ſutf'rer Rood! ug vs tt 


* 


—— 


- * 
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[| 
1. 
hat rais'd us wich a word, 07 Bean FY 
| And every day and every Hour": Kr Lion oi 
We lean upon the Lord. 1 u Nil. 
The evening reſts our weary head, a ae 
| And angels guard the room; A on 
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Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groan'd upon the tree? 

Amazing pity ! grace unknown! 
And love beyond degree ! 


Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his glories in, 

When God, the mighty, Maker dy 8 
For man the creature's ſin. 


Thus might I hide my bluſhing face 
While his dear croſs appears, 

Diſſolve my heart in thankfulneſs, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 


But drops of grief can ne'er repay 
The debt of love I owe; 

Here, Lord, I give my ſelf away, 
*Tis all that I can do. 


Parting with Carnal Joys: 
M V foul forſakes her vain delight, 
And bids the world farewel ; 


Baſe as the dirt beneath my feet, 
And miſchievous as hell. 


No longer will I ask your love, 
Nor ſeek your friendſhip more; 

The happineſs that I approve 
Lies not within your power. 


There's nothing round this ſpacious earth 
That ſuits my large deſire ; 

To boundleſs jov and ſolid mirth 
My nobler thoughts aſpire. 


Dich MELODY; 0; 


Where dener rolls its living flood 

| From fin and droſs refin'd, | 

Still ſpringing from the throne of God, 
And fit to chear the mind. 


| Thy almighty Ruler of the ſ. phere; 

The glorious and the great, 
Brings his own all- ſufficience there; 

Io make her bliſs compleat. 


Had I the pinions of a dove, 

I'd climb the heavnlyroad; 

here fits my Saviour dreft in love) 
| And there my ſmiling God. 


The Same. 


Send the joys of earth away, 

Away ye tempters of the mind; 
= Falſe as the ſmooth deceitful ſea, 
And empty as the whiſtling wind. 

Tour ſtreams were floating me along 

| Down to the gulf of black deſpair, 
And whilſt I kften'd to your ſong, 
Your ſtreams had e'en convey'd me there, 


Lord, I adore thy matchleſs grace, 

That warn'd me of that dark abyſs; 

| That drew me from thoſe treach'rous ſeas, 
And bid me ſeek ſuperior bliſs, 


Nou to the ſhining realms above 


I ſtretch my hands, and glance mine eyes; 
O for the pinions of a dove, 
To bear me to the upper Skies! 


* 


re 


As is the duſt to which I tend | an 3614 
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There from the boſom. of my G] 


Oceans of endleſs pleaſure roll? OFF N 5 nen, 
There bound I fix my laſt abode, oþ 18 al 
And drown the ſorrows of wel wol. 8 
Empohment. 3.0500 e 
FT H E flow'r now. blooms, now wy its heady) | 
So fleets my ſhort-liv'd day! 
O may my uſeful er pred | 
Before | fade away 0/928 1 30 At AY 


What tho? the throne I then ſhould fill 
At the great day, were mine? 

The ſweetneſs which thy gracious skill 
Diffus'd its praiſe were thine. 


Let me not languiſh then, and ſpend: _ 
A life dead to thy praiſe, 


By ſure tho' flow decays! ln 
All things are buſy round but I : 1114 0s BAL 


Nor honey with the bees 113 10%; 


Nor ſcent with flow'rs, nor 'tnodandry. mig 
Have I to water thele. 


I am nolink of thy great chain, 


A cumbrous, frwtlets weed: HL ns a 2 

O mend my muſick !: Give one * d 
Ev'n to my. ofelefacreed! 0G 245205 9668 
Tz - 

L 23a 

E ACH me my, God and. Ky 0 

In all things Thee to ſee; 2 ir 

And what I do in any thing, hold ut ; 148 


10 do it as for Thee! 
D - 
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r. from the ſenſes ſway, 
While till to Thee tend: 3 
In all I do, be thou the way, Ys + 
| Tn all be thou the end. 


A man that looks on 8 | 
On that may fix his ee; 
Or uno ppos'd may thro? it paſs, 
And heav'd behind deſcry. 


All may of Thee partake: 
Nothing lo ſmall can be, 

Eyt draws, when acted for thy ſake, 
| Greatneſs and worth from. hee. 5 


If done t' obey thy "EB 

L Evn fervile labours ſhine; 

4 abe dis toil, if this the cauſe, 
185 meaneſt work divine. N 


© Th' Elixir this, the Kone 

ö hat all converts to gold: 

For that which God for his doth own ; 
Cannot for leſs be told. f 


: Grace before Meat: 
| F Ountain of being, ſource of good ! 8 
h 


At whoſe almighty breath 
e creature proves our bane or food, 
e life or death: 


Thee we addreſs with humble fear, 
Vouchſafe thy gifts to crown; 
| Feth of all thy children hear, 

nd lend a bleſhog down. : 


A Hz: U DEVOTION. 
O may our ſouls for ever pine | 
Thy grace to taſte and ſee; 
A thirſt for righteouſneſs divine, 
And hungry after Thee ! 


| Anothe r, 
E Nſlav'd to ſenſe, to pleaſure prone, 
a 


Fond of created good 
ther, our helpleineis we own, 
And trembling taſte our food. 


Trembling we taſte: for ah! no more 
To Thee the creatures lead; 
 Chang'd they exert a fatal pow'r, 
And poiſon while they feed. 


Curſt for the ſake of wretched man, 
They now engroſs him whole, 
With pleaſing force on earth detain, 

And ſenſualize his ſoul. ; 


| Grov'ling on earth we ſtill muſt lie 
Till Chrift the curſe repeal; 
Till Chriſt deſcending from on high 


Infected nature heal. 


Come then, our heav'nly Adam, come! 
I hy healing influence give; 
Hallow our food, reverſe our doom, 
And bid us eat and live. 
The bondage ot corruption break! 
For this our ſpirits groan; 


Thy only will we fain would ſeek; 
O ſave us from our own. 


D 2 
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Turn the full ſtream of nature's tide ; 
Let all our actions tend 

To Thee their ſource; thy love the mi 
'Thy glory be the end. n 


1 Farth then a ſcale to heav'n ſhall be, 
denſe ſhall point out the road 
e creatures then ſhall lead to Thee | vo 
And all we taſte be God! 5 7 | ll 


Grace after Meat. 


f | g of being „God of love, 

EI 3} To Theo _- hearts we raiſe : ; 
| Thy all- ſuſtaining pow'er we prove, 
And gladly ſing thy taxa 


4 Thine, wholly thine we pant to be, 

Our ſacrifice receive; TEE? 
Made, and preſerv'd, and fav'd by Thee, Vo! 
© To Thee ourſelves we give. > 


1 17706 7 5 9 


Heav'nward our ev' ry wiſh aſpires, 
Por all thy mercy's ſtore 
The ſole return thy love requires, 
Ils that we ask for more. 


For more we ask, we open then 
Our hearts t' embrace thy will: 
Turn and beget us, Lord, again, 

With all thy fulneſs fill! 


| Come, Holy Ghoſt, the Saviour's love 
Shed in our hearts abroad; | 
So ſhall we ever live and move, 


And be, with Chriſt, in Gog- 


—— 


, - 


What lingring muſt corrode 
What ſecret ſhame and dire defeats 


Yet darkly ſafe with God thy ſoul 


AV DE vor ION. 53 
on Alexandrinus's Deſeription of a perfect Maga | 


H E R E from afar the finiſh'd height | 
Of holineſs is ſeen: 29H | 
But O what heavy tracts of toil, 

What deſarts lie between? 


Man for the ſimple life divine 
What. will it coſt to break 3 
Ere pleaſure ſoft and wily pride 
No more within him ſpeak ? 


The root of nature's joy? 


The pride of heart deſtroy? 


Learn thou the whole of mortal ftate 
In ſtilneſs to ſuſtain ; 

Nor ſooth with falſe delights of earth 

Whom God'has doom'd to pain. 


Thy mind now multitude of thoughts; 
Now ftupor ſhall diſtreſs; 2 
The venom of each latent vice 
Wild images impreſs. 


His arm ſtill onward Bears, 
Till thro” each tempeſt on her face 
A peace beneath appears. 


Tis in that peace we ſee and act 

By inſtincts from above; 

With finer taſte of wiſdom fraught, 
And myſtick pow'rs of love. 


Y i * 
n » 


* 
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ret ask not in mere eaſe and pove 

| Of ghoſtly gifts to ſhine : ws 

Till death th lowneſſes of man, , | i & 
And decent griefs are thine. | 


3 Afftidion. 

HEN firſt thou didſt entice my heart 
To Thee, I — the ſervice brave; 
80 many joys I for my part 

Set down; beſides whar I might have 

Out of my ſtock of natural delights, 

Augmented by thy gracious benefits. 


1 view'd thy furniture ſo fine. 
So gay, fo rich; and all for me! 
Strongly it ſpoke che hand divine, 
And lur'd my raviſh'd ſoul to Ihee. 
Such ſtars I counted mine: both heaven and earth 
Paid me my wages in a world of mirth. 


What pleaſures could I want who ſerv'd 
A king, where joys my. tellows were? 
IF my fond hopes no place reſery'd., 
For pining grief, or anxious fear: 
| Thus did my ſimple ſoul thy yoke embrace, 
And made her youth and fierceneſs ſeek thy face, 


| 
| 
| 


| 


At firſt thou gav't me iweetneſles,, 
And ſtrew'dſ# with flow'rs the narrow way - 

| Smoothly my ſoul ſunk down to peace, 
| My ev'ry joyous month was May. 
But with my years ſorrow did ewiſtand grows: 


And made a Party unawares for woe. 


a "ey 
* 
. 
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My fleſh chaſtis'd with tort'ring pain 
y ſoul, and fickneſs clave my bones ; j 
Pale agues dwelt in ev r vein, 
And ſadly tun'd my breath to groans. 
Sorrow was all my ſoul; I ſcarce perceiv'd; 
But by the pains I ſuffer d, that I liv'd. 


Health's ſlowly-lingring, vain return 
A far ſeverer loſs attends; 
Sudden my raviſh'd life I mourn; 
[ loſe it in my dying friends. 
Defenceleſs now, my ev'ry comfort fled, 
While grief's whole ſea is empty'd on my head. 


How thou wilt now thy ſervant uſe, 
Not one of all my books can ſay. 
On my ignoble works I muſe, 
And wiſh like them my God t' obey : 
Bleſt, could 1 emulate the lifeleſs maſs, 
Flow like the ſtream, or flouriſh like the graſs; 


Yet muſt I, tho? oppreſt, ſubmit 
Strongly my mis ry to ſuſtainn 
Or II will now the ſervice quit, 
And ſtrait ſome other maſter gain 
Ah! my dear Lord, tho” J am clean forget; 
Let me not love Thee, if I love Thee not ! 


Frailty: 


ORD, how in ſilence I deſpiſe 
The giddy worldling's —＋ £ 
This beauty, riches, honour, toys 
Not worth a moment scare. 


4 by 
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But when abroad at once view 
Both the world's hoſts and thine ! 

| Theſe imple, fad, afflicted, few, 
Theſe num'rous, gay and fine : 

| Loft my reſolves, my ſcorn is paſt, 

l boaſt my ſtrength no more; 

4 willing ſlaye they bind me faſt 

With unxe ſiſted pow r. 


D brook not this; let not thy fors 
Profane thy hallow'd ſhrine: _ 
nine is my ſoul, by ſacred vows 
Of ſtricteſt union thine! 
© Hear then my juſt, tho' late requeſt, _ 
Once more the captive free; 
ene thy image in my breaft, 
And claim my heart for Thee. 1 


Bj tte r4Swert. 


H my dear, angry Lord, 5 
Since thou doſt love, yet firike, 


East down, and yet thy help * 
Sure 1 will do the like. 


Iwill complain yet ben, n 

il, and yet approve, :? 
And all my mournful, jaytul .. 
I will lament, and love. 


| Heis MELODY; on A- 


nce painted duſt, and gilded. clay! 

You have no charms for. me: 
Peluſive breath, be far away! 

| waſte no thought on Thee. 


Fa 
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Chriſt, 


A Heir DEVOTION. 9 | 
Chriſt is the Subſtance of the Levitical Priefbocd. 


HE true Meſſiab now appears, 2 8 | 
The types are all withdrawn! Wo 

So fly the ſhadows and the ſtars 
Before the riſing dawn. | 


No (moaking ſweets, nor bleeding Lambs, 
Nor Kid, nor Bullock ſlain RM 
Incenſe and ſpice of coſtly names "= 
Would all be burnt in vain... 1 nndes a8 


Aaron muit lay his robes away, 
His mitre and His veſt 7647 oil 

When God himſelf comes down to be 
The off'ring and the prieſt. 

He took our mortal fleſh to ſhow, 
7 he wonders of his love: NEE 


For us he paid his life below, 
And prays for us above, | 


Father, he cries, forgive their ins, + 3iod3 bake 
For I my ſelf bave dy d; 5 

And then he ſhows his open'd veins, 
And pleads his wounded ſide. £ 


The Creation, Preſervation, Dj 1 olution, "nk 2 
of this World. . 2 


ING to the Lord that built the akies, i 
i The Lord that rear'd this ately f frame, 191442 
Let half the nations ſound his praiſe, Wirf 

And lands unknown repeat his name. 


He form'd the ſeas, a and form d the hills, 
Made ev'ry drop, and ev'ry duſt, | bes 44 ld 
Nature and time, with all their: mhegls, ; GPM 
And puſh'd them into motion hr . ates. 


Ware Aer dny. 00 * 


Now, from his high imperial throne, 
He looks far {s/n upon the ſpheres : 4 
He bids the ſhining orb roll on, 
And round he turns our haſty years. 


Thus ſhall this moving engine laſt 

| Till all his Saints are gather'd in, 
Then for the trumpet's dreadful blaſt 

To ſhake it all to duſt again! 


Let when the ſound ſhall tear the skies, 
And lightning burn the globe below, 

Saints, you may lift your joyful eyes, 
There's a new heay'n and earth For: Dus 


The Lord's Day : Or, Delight i in ordnet: 


EL COME ſweet day of reſt, 
" That ſaw the Lord ariſe ; 

1 Welcome to this reviving breaſt, 
And theſe rejoicing eyes! 


The king himſelf comes near, 

| , And feaſts his Saints to day; 

| Here we may fit, and ſee him here, 
And Jove, and praiſe, and pray. 


| One day amidſt the place 
Where my dear God hath been, 

| Is ſwceter than ten thouſand days 
Ot pleaſurable fin. 


My willing ſoul wou ld ſtay 

| In ſuch a frame as this, 
And fit and ſing her ſelf away 
Ale everlaſting. bliſs. Ih 


A Hite, to DEK VOTION. 7 
be Enjoyment of Chriſt: Or, Delight in Worſhip. 


F AR from my thoughts, vain world, begotiey 74 
Let my religious hours alone: Boks 
Fain would my eyes my Saviour ſee, 
J wait a viſit, Lord, from Thee. 


My heart grows warm with holy fire, 
And kindles with a pure deſite: 

Come, my dear Jeſs, from above, 
And feed my ſoul with heav'nly love. 


[The trees of life immortal ſtand 

In flouriſhing rows at thy right hand, 
And in ſweet murmurs by their ſide, 
Rivers of bliſs perpetual glide. 


Haſte then, but with a ſmiling face, 
And ſpread the table of thy grace : 
Bring down a taſte of truth divine, 
And chear my heart with ſacred wine. ] 


Bleſs'd Jeſus, what delicious fare! 
How {ſweet thy entertainments are! 
Never did Angels taſte above 
Redeeming grace and dying love. 


Hail, great Immanuel, all divine, 

In Thee thy father's glories ſhine 3 
Fhou brighteſt, ſweeteſt, faireſt one, — 
That eyes have ſeen, or Angels known. * 


Part the Sec ond. 


| 11 RD, what a heav'n of ſaving grace, 
Shines thro” the beauties of thy face, 


And lights our paſſions to a flame! , dM 
bord, how we laye thy charming name! * 
| ws When 


| 
| 


| 
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| | To the fair coaſts of perfect light; 


| 


When 1 can ſay, my God is mine, 
When I can feel thy glories ſhine, 
I tread the world beneath my feet, 


And all that earth call good or great. 
T While ſuch a ſcene of ſacred joys 


Our raptur'd eyes and ſouls imploys, 


I Here we could ſit, and gaze away, 


A long, an everlaſting day. 
| Well, we ſhall quickly paſs the night 


7 


Then ſhall our joyful ſenſes rove . 


Oer the dear object of our love. 


T here ſhall we drink full draughts of bliſs, 
And pluck new Life from heay'nly trees! 
Yet now and then, near Lord, beſtow 

A drop of heav'n on worms below. 


send comforts down from thy right hand, 
While we paſs thro? this barren land, 
And in thy temple let us ſee 

A glimpſe of love, a glimpſe of Thee. 


God's Eternity. 


ISE, riſe my ſoul, and leave the ground, 
Stretch all my thoughts abroad, 

And rouſe up every tunetul ſound 

0 praiſe th' eternal God. 


Long er the lofty skies were fpr ead, 
Jebovab fill'd his throne ; 

Or Adam form'd, or Angels made, 
The A aker liv'd alone. 


A Hze1i# te DEVOTION 61 
His boundleſs years can ne'er decreaſe, TE 
But ſtill maintain their prime; 
Eternity's his dwelling-place, 
And Ever is his time. 


While like a tide our minutes flow, 
The preſent and the paſt, _ 
He fills his own immortal NOW, 

And ſees our ages waſte. 


The ſea and sky muſt periſh too, 
And vaſt deſtruttion come; 

The creatures, look, how old they grow, 
And wait their fiery doom ! | 


Well, let the ſea ſhrink all away, 
And flame melt down the skies, 
My God ſhall live an endleſs day, 

When th' old efeation dies. 


The Mini ſiry of Angels. 


1G H on a hill of dazling light 
The king of glory {preads his ſeat, 

And troops of Angels ſtretch'd for flight, 

Stand waiting round his awful feet. 


Go, ſaith the Lord, my Gabriel, go, 
Salute the vir gin's faithful womb z 
Male haſte, ye Cherubs down below, 
Sing and proclaim the Saviour come. 


Here a bright (quadron leaves the skies, 
And thick around Eliſha ſtands; 

Anon a heav'nly ſoldier flies, "A 
And breaks the chains from Peter's hands. 


= 
3 * 
© { = 
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Thy winged troops, O God of hoſts, 
Wait on thy wand'ring church below; 
Here we are ſailing to thy coaſts, | 
+ Let Angels be our convoy too. 


Are they not all thy ſervants, Lord? 
At thy command they go and come; 
With chearful haſte obey thy word, 
And guard thy children to their home, 


Our frail Bodies, and God our Preſerver, - 
"3 I T others boaſt how ſtrong they be, 


Nor death nor danger fear; 
But we'll confefs, O Lord, to Thee, 
What feeble things we are. 


| Freſh as the graſs our bodies ſtand, 

And flouriſh bright and gay; 

A blaſting wind ſweeps o'er the land, 
And fades the grace away. 


Our life contains a thouſand ſprings, 
And dies if one be gone: _ 

Strange! that a,harp of thouſand firings 
Should keep in tune ſo long. 


But *tis our God ſupports our frame, 
Ihe God that built us firſt; | 
Salvation to th' Almighty name 
That rear'd us from the duſt. 


He ſpoke, and ftrait our hearts and brains 
In all their motions roſe ; 

Let blood, ſaid he, flow round the weins, 

And round the veins it flows, 


5 
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While we have breath, or uſe our tongues, | | 
Our Maker we'll adore; 


is ſpirit moves our heaving lungs, 
Or they would br eathe no more. 


Backſliding and Returns : Or, The Inconſlancy of ou 
Love. | 


HY is my heart ſo far from 1 | 
My God, my chief delight ? 11458 
Why are my thoughts no more by 3 
With Thee, no more by night! 


Why ſhould my fooliſh paſſions roye ? 
When can ſuch ſweetneſs be, wy 
As I have tafted in thy love,. oi 
As I have found in Thee? 


Where my forgetful ſoul renews _ 
The ſavour of thy grace, 

My heart preſumes I cannot loſe + 
The reliſh all my days. 


But e're one fleeting hour is paſt, © 
The flatt'ring world employs. 3 

Some ſenſual bait to ſeize my taſte, | 
And to pollute my joys. 4 +2. 


Trifles of nature or of art 
With fair deceitful charms . 
Intrude upon my thoughtleſs heart, 
And thruſt thee from my arms. 


Then repent and vex my ſoul 
That 1 ſhould leave Thee ſo; 
Where will choſe wild affections roll. 1 
1 hat let a Saviour got. | * 
Sins 
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Sin. 8 ren joys are turn'd to pain, 
And I am drown'd in grief; 

But my dear Lord returns again, 2% on J ift 
He flies to my reliet; Fin 


3 eiaing my ſoul, with ſweet ſur prize, NA 
He draw» with loving bands; a, eee 
{ Divine compaſſion in his eyes, 

And pardon in his hands. 


Wretch that I am, to. wander thus 
In chaſe of falſe delight! _ 
| et me be faſten'd to thy croſs, 

Rather than loſe thy ſight. 


Make haſte, my days, to reach the goal, 1 

4 And bring my heart to reſt, , 0 

On the dear centre of my ſoul, | 
My God, my Saviour's breaſt.” 


Our cum ſort in the Covenant made with þ Chr. 


LY 


Ev'n when he hides his face: 
He truſts in our Redeemer's hands. mo 
His glory and and his grace. Ky 


O UR God, how firm his promiſe ſtands, - 


Then why, my ſoul, theſe fad complaints, gf 
Since Chriſt and we are one? p 
Thy God is faithful to his inte, 
Is faithful to his Son. 


| 
Beneath his ſmiles my heart has hs d, 
And part of heav'n poſſeſt; a. 
I praiſe his name for grace receiv'd, 
KK And truſt him for the rt. 


A Song | 


* 4 ag * a a * 
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A Song of Praiſe to God the Redeemer. 
; He the old Heathens tune their ſong 
Of great Diana and of Je; 


But the ſweet theme that moves my tongue, 
Is my Redeemer and his love, ITT... 


Behold a God deſcends and dies, 

To ſave my ſoul from gaping hell, 
How the black gulph where Satan hes, 
Yawr'd to receive me when I fell! 


How juſtice frown'd, and vengeance ſtood 500 

To drive me down to endleſs pain! | 
But the great Son propos'd his blood, 
And heav'nly wrath grew mild again. 


Infinite lover, gracious Lord, | CH 
_ To Thee be endleſs honours givenn 

Thy wondrous name ſhall be ador d, 

Round the wide earth, and wider heaven. 


With God is terrible Majeſty. 1 1. 


> Errible God, that reign'ſt on high, I 

How awful is thy thund'ring hand ! | 
7 Thy fiery bolts, how fierce they fly! 
| Nor can all earth or hell withſtand, 


This the old rebel angels knew, 

And Satan fell beneath thy frown: _ 
Thine arrows ſtruck the traitor through, 
And weighty vengeance ſunk him down. 


ng | 
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. Sodom felt, and feels it ſtill, 5 
Fudl roars beneath th' eternal Load. 

Mitb endleſs bur nings who can dwell, . T 
Or bear the fury of a God? - 


Tremble. ye ſinners, and ſubmit, , 
Throw en your arms before his throne, 
Bend your heads low beneath his feet, 
Or his ſtrong hand ſhall crvſh you down. 


And ye, bleſs'd Saints, that love him too, 


With rev'rence bow before his name; 


Thus all his heav'nly ſervants do: 


| God is a bright and burning flame. N 


A New Song to the Lamb that was flain, Rey. v. 
. 


Ehold the glories of the Lamb 
Amidſt his Father's throne ; 


| | new honours for his name, 


And ſongs before unknown. .' 


| Let elders worſhip at his feet, 


'The church adore around, 


With vials full of odours ſweet, 


And harys of ſweeter ſound.” 


Thoſe are the prayers of the © Saints, 


And theſe the hymns they raiſe: 


Feſus is kind to our complaints, 


0 0 


.. 


He loves to hear our praiſe. bd. 


| Eternal Father, who ſhall look 


Into thy ſecret will? 


: Who bur the ſon ſhould cake that book, 


And Cpen ev $f ſeal ? 


2 —— p 
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He ſhall fulfil thy great decrees, 

J he Son deferves it well; $17 DW 

Lo, in his hand the ſovereign keys n 
Of heav'n, and death and hell. 7 


Now to the Lamb that once was flain, 
Be endleſs bleſſings paid; 
| Salvation, glory, joy remain 
For ever on thy head. 


Thou haſt redeem' d our ſouls with we 
Haſt ſet the pris ners free, 
Haſt made us kings and prieſts to God, 
And we ſhall reign with Thee. 


The worlds of nature and of grace 
Ate put beneath thy powr, 

Then ſhorten theſe delaying days, 
And bring the promis'd hour. 


The Deity and Humanity of Chriſt, John i le % 3, mY 
and Col. i. 16. and Eph. iii. 9, 10. . 


E R the blue heav'ns were ſtretch d abroad, 

From everlaſting vas the word; 
With God he was; the word was God, 
And muſt divinely be ador'd, 


By his own pow'r were all things made; 
By him ſupportei all chings ſtand TRENT 
He is the whole creation's head, 

And Angels fly at his command. 


E'er fin was born, or Satan fell, 
He led the hoſt of morning-ſtars ; ; 
(Thy generation who can tell, 
Or count the number of thy years 7 
5 * 2 
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But 16, he leaves thoſe heavenly forms; 

F The word deſcends and dwells in clay, 

That he may hold converſe, with worms, 
| Dreſt in ſuch feeble fleſh as they. 


& Mortals with joy beheld his face, 9117 61 
= 1H eternal Father's only Son; ;) 

= How full of truth! how full of grace! . 
When thro' his eves the Godhead ſhone! 


Arch-Angels leave their high abode 
To learn new myſt ries here, and tell 
The loves of our deſcending God, 
The glories of Emanuel. 


The Nativity of Chriſt, Lake i i. 30, &c. Like 3 ii. 10, &c 


Ehold, the grace appe: ars, e 
The 1 is fulfill d, 1 
Mary the wondrous virgin ne 
And Jeſus. is the child. 


The ! ord, the higheſt God, 

Calls him his only Son, 0 
le bids him rule the lands abroad, 

And gives him David's throne. | 


er Jacob ſhall he reign ts 

. a peculiar \way 

14 he nations ſhall his grace eln, 
His kingdom ne er decay. 


To bring the glorious news, „ 
A heavenly form appears 
He tells the ſhepherds of their joys, Hock gc MH 
And baniſhes weir fears. 10:26:15 1922 416) 
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Go, bumble ſwains, ſaid he, 
To David's cit ty fly; 

The promis'd infins born to day, 
Doth in a Manger he. 


With looks and hearts ſerene 
Go viſit Chriſt your King 3 

And ftrait a flaming troop was ſeen ; 
The ſhepherds heard them ſing. 


Gloryto God on High, 
And heavenly peace on earth; 


Good-will to men, to Angels Joy, 


At the Redeemer's birth. 


In worſhip ſo divine 

Let Saints imploy their tongues, 
With the celeſtial hoſt we join, 

And loud repeat their ſonge. 


Glory to God on High, 

And heaveuh peace on earth, 
Good-will to men, to Angels joy, 

At our Redeemer's Birth. 


Submiſſion to Afflicting Providences, Job i. 21. 


Aked as from the earth we came, 
1 And crept to life at firſt, 
We to the earth return again, 

And mingle with our duſt. 


Ihe dear delights we here enjoy, 


And fondly call our own, 


Are but ſhort favours borrow'd now, 


T o be repaid anon. 
F 3 
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is God that lifts our comforts hic. J ccni 
Or ſinks them in the grave, 
He gives, and (bleſſed be his name) 

© He takes but what he gave. RE? 


Peace, all our angry paſſions. then, 
let each rebellious figh 

Be ſilent at his ſovereign will, 
And ev'ry murmur die. 


If ſmiling mercy crown our liyes, 
Its praiſe. ſhall be ſpread, 

And we'll adore the juſtice too 
That ſtrikes our comforts dead. 


Triumph over eath, Job xix. 25, 26; 27. 
(; Reat God, I own thy ſentence juſt, | 
1 


and nature muſt decay, . 
J yield my body to the duſt, TD ELD! . 
To dwell wich fellow-clay. | WD 61 


Yet faith mav triumph o'er the grave, 
And trample on the tombs: 
My Jeſus, my Kedeemer lives, 

My. Cod. my Saviour comes. 


The mighty conqu'ror ſhall appear 
1 High on a royal ſeat, 
And death, the laſt of all his foes, 
Lie vanquiſh 'd at his feet, 


Tho? greedy worms devour my skin, 
And gnaw my waſting fleſh, 

When God ſhall build my bones n £ 
He clothes em all afreſh. 


. 4 Lad „ - 
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Then ſhall I ſee thy lovely face 
With ſtrong immortal eyes, 

And feaſt upon thy unknown grace 
With pleaſure and ſur prize. 


The Invitation of the Goſpel; or, frirituat Food and | 
Cloatbing; Iſa. lv. 1, 2, &c. 


ET ev ry mortal ear attend, 
And ev'ry heart rejoyce, 
The trumpet of the goſpel ſounds | 
With an inviting voice. — 4 
Ho, all ye hungry ſtarving Gouls, 
That feed upon the wind, 
And vainly ftrive with earthly toys 
To fill an empty mind; = 
Eternal wiſdom has prepar'd 
A ſoul-reviving feaſt, 
And bids your longing appetites 
The rich proviſion taſte, 


"Ho, YE that pant for living ftreams, 
And pine away and die; 
Here you may quench your raging thirſt 
With ſprings that never dry. 


Rivers of love and mercy-here 
In a rich ocean join; 
Salvation in abundance flows, 
Like floods of milk and wine. 


Ye periſhing and naked poor. 
Who work with mighty pain, 
To weave a garment of your own, 
That will not hide your ſin; | 


S 5 Coma 
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Come naked, and adorn your ſouls 
in robes prepar'd by God, 

# Wrought by the labours of his ſon, 
And dy'd in his own blood. 


© Dear God, the treaſures of thy love 
Are everlaſting mines, 

Deep as our helpleſs miſeries are, 
And boundleſs as our fins. 


+ The happy gates of goſpel-grace 

S tand open night and day; 
Lord, we are come to ſeek ſupplies, 
And drive our wants away. 


The Coll ar. 


| ] O more, I cry'd, ſhall grief be mine, 
| I will throw off the load ; 

| No longer weep, and ſigh, and pine 
Io find an ablent God. 


Free as the muſe, my wiſhes move, 

Thro' nature's wilds they roam: 
Looſe as the wind, ye wand'rers rove, 

And bring me pleaſure home! 
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Still ſhall I urge with endleſs toil, 
Vet not obtain my ſuit 2 
Still ſhall I plant th' ungrateful ſoil, 
Yet never taſte the fruit? 


Not ſo, my heart for fruit there is, 

| Seize it with eager haſte | 
Riot in joys, diſſolve in bliſs, 

And pamper ev'ry taſte. 


On right and wrong thy thoughts no more 
In cold diſpute employ ; _ 

Forſake thy cell, the bounds paſs o er, 
And give a looſe to Joy. 


| Conſcience and reaſon's pow'r deride, 
Let ſtronger nature draw, 

Self be thy end, and ſenſe thy guide, 
And appetite thy law. 


Away ye ſhades, while light I riſe, 
I tread you all beneath: 

Graſp the dear hours my youth applies, 
Nor idly dream of death. 


Whoe'er enſlay'd to grief and pain, 
Yet ſtarts from pleaſure's road, 

Still let him weep, and ſtill complain, 
And fink beneath his load 


But as Irav'd and grew more wild 

And fierce at ev'ry word, 
Methought I heard one calling child!“ 
And l reply'd — © My Lord!” 


GRACE. 


Y ſtock lies dead, and no ;ncreaſs | 
Does thy paſt gifts improve : 

DO let thy graces without ceaſe | 

Drop gently from above. 


If ſtill the ſun ſhould hide his face, 
Earth would a dungeon prove, 

Thy works night's captives: O let grace 
r gently from above. 
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J1 | 
The dew vnſought each morning falls, 
Leſs bounteous is thy love ? 


The dew for which my ſpirit calls, 
Dropt gently from above. 


Death is {till digging like a mole | 
My grave, where'er | move; 
Let grace work too, and on my foul 
Drop gently ffom above. 


| Sin is till ſpreading o'er my heart 
| A hardneſs void of love; 


Let ſuppling grace, to croſs her art, 
Drop gently from above. 


O come, for Thou doſt know the way! 

Or if Thou wilt not move, 
Tranflate me, where I need not ſay 
Drop gently from above. 


Grateſulmſ. 


HOU, who haſt giv'n ſo much to me, 
O give a grateful heart: 

See how thy beggar works on Thee 

By acoeptable art! 


He makes thy gifts occaſion more; 
And ſays, if here he's croſt, 

All Thou haſt giv'n him heretofore, 
Thy ſelf, and all is loſt. 


But Thou didſt reckon, when at fuſt 
Our wants thy aid did crave, 
What it would come to at the worſt 
Such needy worms to ſade. 
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thy, re knockings at thy door, 


ears ſully ing all thy rooms; 3 5 15 1 


Gift upon gift; much would havę more, 


And ſtill thy ſuppliant comes. 5. * 


Yet thy unweary'd love went on, 
Allow'd us all our 2 43), MS 
Nay Thou haſt dignify'da groan, . 

And made a ſigh thy joys. | _ 


Whercfore I cry, and cry again, 

Nor canſt Thou quiet be, 
Till my repeated ſuit obtain | 
A thankful heart from The. 


Hear then, and thankfulneſs impart 
Continual as thy grace ; 88 

O add to all thy gifts a heart 
Whoſe pulſe may be thy praiſe! 


The Method. | 


Ament, unhappy heart, lament! 
Since God refuſes {till 
10 hear thy pray'r, ſome diſcontent 
Unknown mult cool his will. 


Doubtleſs thy heav'nly Father could _ 
Give all thy ſuit does move; Tees 

For he is pow'r: And ſure he would 
Give all; for he is love. 


Go then the ſecret. cauſe explore, 
Go ſearch thy immoft ſoul: 

Let earth divide thy care no more, 
Since heav'n requires the whole. 


"#6 
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EHa! What do I here written ſee? - 
© It tells me Yeſterday g 
Cold I preferr'd my careleſs plea, 


U And only ſeem'd to pray.” 


|. * 
But ſtay----What read I written chere? 0 | 
“ Something I would have done; | 
His Spirit moy'd me to forbear, 

Yet boldly I went on.” 


| Then bend once more thy knees and pray, 
Once more lift up thy voice: 
Seek pardon firſt ; and God will ſay 


i & Again, glad heart rejoice. 


Grieve not the Holy Sirit. 


Ny art thou griev'd, O Sacred Dove, 
; When I deſpiſe or croſs thy love? 
EGriev'd for a worm; when ev'ry tread 


FCruſhes, and leaves the reptile dead 


Then mirth be ever baniſh'd hence, 
Since Thou art pain'd by my offence; 
in not to my grief alone, 

The comforter within doth groan, 


F Then weep my eyes, for God doth grieve! _ 
Weep, fooliſh heart, and weeping live: 
Tears for the living mourner plead, 

But ne'er avail the hopeleſs dead. 


Lord, I adjudge myſelf to grief, 
To endleſs tears without relief: 

Yet O! t' exact thy due forbear, 
And ſpare a feeble « creature, ſpare! 


* g 


A Hure e DEVOTION * if 
Still if I wail not, (till to wail _ Ko W 
Nature denies, and fleſh would fail) © © 5 bk 
Lord, pardon----for- thy Son makes: good” | 77 x 7] 
My want of tears, with ſtore-of blood. | 1 


* 
2 
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Eſcend from heav'n, immortal Dove, 5 nya 
Stoop down and take us on thy wings, | 
And mount and bear us far above 


The reach of theſe inferior things . 4 
Beyond, beyond this lower „ q 
Up where eternal ages roll. von 
Where ſolid pleaſures never die, n 42 _ 
And fruits immortal feaſt the ſoul. „N i; Yo 


O for a ſight, a pleaſing ſight | aut : bn 
Of our Almighty Father ane 4490 if! 19 73 
There fits our Saviour crown'd with gh, 5.1 vob 


Cloath'd in a body like our .w0 m. \ bat 
Adoring Saints around him, a. TY oe * 
And thrones and pow'rs before him fall; > be 


The God ſhines. gracious thro” the mann.. oi 
And ſheds ſweet glories on chem 7 5 


O what amazing joys they feel, l ee 


While to their golden harps they ſing, Me” 
And fit on ev'ry heav'nly hill, 1142 03-00 


And ſpread the triugnphs of their king. am 14 
When ſhall the day, dear Lord, appear 


+ WW + 


That I ſhall mount to dwell above, 1 


And ſtand and bow amongſt em there, 2 
And view thy face, and ſing, and love. 2 
8 5 ö | | 7 0 | : 
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4 The Evil of Sin viſt in the Fallof Angels and Men. 
HE N the great builder arch'd the skies, 
And form dl albnature with; a word, 


The joyful cherubs tun'd his praiſe, | 
And ev'ry bendingthrone ador- d. 


High in the midſt of all the chrong 
Satan a tall arch-Angel fate, 
Amongſt the morning ſtars he ſung, 
Till fin deſtroy'd his heav'nly ſtate. 


PTwas fir that hurl'& him from his throne; 
Grov'ling in fire the rebel lies 

How art thou ſunk in darkneſs town, 

Son of the Morning, from the ſkies? 


And thus our two hs parents ſtood, 
Till fin defil'd the place; 
They loſt their Gade AN their God, 
And ruin d all their unborn race. 


So ſprung the plague from Adam's bower, 
And ſpread deftruttion all abroad; 

Sin, the curs'd name, that in one hour 
Spoil'd fix day s labour of a God, 


Tremble, my ſoul, and mourn fot grief, DES 
That fuch a foe ſhould: ſeize thy breaſt Wh 
Fly to thy Lord for quick relief: - 
Oh! may he lay this treach'rous gueſt. 


Then to thy throne; viftorious king, 
Then to thy throne our ſhouts ſhall riſe, 
Thine everlaſting arm we fing 3 

For lin the montrer bleeds and dies. 


AH RTT W DEVOTION... 


Complaining of Spiritual Slotb. 


Y drowzy pow'rs, why ſleep ye ſo? 
Awake, my flyggiſh foul! _ 


IV 


| * Nothing has half thy work to do, 


et nothing's half fo dull. 


The little ants for one poor g rain 

Labour, and tug, and ſtrive; . ut 

vet we who have a heav'n t obtain; 
How negligent we live? | 


We, for whoſe ſake all nature UI 

And ſtars their courſes move; | 

We, for whoſe guard the eee 
Come flying from above: | : 


We, for whom God the Son came Oe 
And labour'd for our good, 5 
How careleſs to ſecure that crown. | 
He purchas'd with his blood ! ! 


Lord, ſhall we lie ſo ſluggiſh Kill, - 
And never act our parts? Ain 
Come, holy Dove, from th' heav' ky hill, 
And fit and warm our hearts. 


Then ſhall our active ſpirits moye, 
Upward our ſouls ſhall riſe: 

With hands of faith and wings of love 
We'll fly and take the prize. 
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God Inviſible. 


ORD, we are blind, we mortals blind, 
We can't behold thy bright oz 


Otis beyond a creature mind, 


To glance a thought half-way 1 to God. 


Infinite leagues beyond the sky 
The great eternal reigns alone, 
Where neither wings nor ſouls can nn; 


Nor angels climb the topleſs throne. 


The Lord of glory builds his ſeat 
Of gems inſufterably bright, 


And lays beneath his ſacred feet | 


Subſtantial beams of gloomy night. 


Yet, glorious Lord, thy gracious eyes 
Look through and chear us from above; 
Beyond our praiſe thy grandeur flies, 
Yet we adore, and yet we love. 


Praiſe ye bim all his Angels 


OD! 2 eternal awful name 


J hat ſhakes the wide creation's frame, 
And Satan trembles when he hears. 


Like flames of fire his ſervants are, 
And light ſurrounds his dwelling place 
But, O ye fiery flames, declare 
The brighter glories of his face. 
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1 hat the whole heav ly army fears, 


is 
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'Tis not for ſuch poor worms as we 
To ſpeak ſo infinite a Thing; 
But your immortal eyes ſurvey 
The beauties of our ſov'reign king, 


Tell how he ſhews his ſmiling face, 
And cloaths all heav'n in bright array 
Triumph and joy run thro' the place, 
And ſongs eternal as the day. 


Speak (for you feel his burning love) 
What zeal it ſpreads thro? all your frame; 
That ſacred fire dwells all above, 


For we on earth have loſt the name. 


Sing of his pow'r and juſtice too, 

That infinite right hand of his, 

That vanquiſt'd Satan and his crew, 

And thunder drovethem down from bliſs 


What mighty ſtorms of poiſon'd darts 

Were hurl'd upon the rebels there! 

What deadly jav'lins nail'd their hearts 
Faſt tothe racks of long deſpair ! 


Shout to your king, 299 heav'nly hoſt; 
Lou that beheld the ſinking foe 


Firmly ye ſtood when — were loſt; 
Praiſe the rich grace that kept ye ſo. 


Froclaim his wonders from the skies; 
Let ev'ry diſtant nation heat, 
And while you ſound his lofty praiſe, 
Let humble mortals bow and fear. 


F 
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Death and Eternity. 


Converſe a while With death: 
Think how a gaſping mortal lies, 
And pants away his breath. 


His quiv'ring lip hangs fecbly down 4 !is 
His pulſes taint and few, 

Then, ſpeechleſs, with a doleful groan, 

He bids the world adieu. 


But, Oh. the ſoul chat never dies! 
At once it leaves the clay! 
* e thoughts, purſue it here it flies, 
And tracks its wond Tous way. 


p to the courts where Angels dwell, 
It mounts triumphing there; 

Or devils plunge.it. dawn to hell, 

In infinite Ir: 


And muſt my body faint and die 2 
And muſt this ſoul remove? 


. 
P 
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| 1 o bear it ſafe above ! 


Heſus, to thy Gear Fajrhfil hand 
| My naked ſoul I truſt} 

1 
{ To drop into my*duft. 


| J Es Us, withcall thy Saints a abork, 
My tongue would beat her part. 

i Would ſound aloud thy ſaving love, 

__ ſing thy bleeding heart. 


*. 
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Toop down, my thoughts, that al 8 fey 05 


* my fleſh'waits for baby, „ 5 | 
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Bleſs'd be the Lamb, my deareft Lord, 
Who bought me with his blood. Ain Ted! 
And quench'd his Father's —— Ford! 

In his own vital flood. mes ta: 


The I..ambthat freed my captive foul” o 
From Satan's heavy chains 18 me 23d 


And ient the Lion down to Houl 


Where hell and horror _ Aol tid 


All glory to the dying. Lamb, 31 i196 v | 
And never-ceafing praiſe, "© 954 74 


While angels live to know his name, . 


Or faints to feel his grace. 


The Jafcty, and protedtion of the cburcb. Ia. xi. 4 
3, 4, 5 6. 


H OW honourable is the place 
Where we adoring ſtand, 
Zion, the glory of the earth, 

And beauty of the land! 


Bulwarks of mighty grace defend 
The city where we dwell, Ret 47 WI 
T he walls of ſtrong falyation made, 175 
Defy th' aſſaults, of hell. 


Lift up the everlaſting gates, 589 
The doors wide open tung; An bas 
Enter ye nations that obey © © 
The ftatutes of our king... 


Here ſhall you taſte) unmingled joys, 
And live in perfect peace, 
You that have known Jehovah's name, * 
And ventur'd on his graſdgeeGe. 
„ Tru 
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Truf in the Lotd, for ever truſt, 
And baniſh all your fears; | 

in tlie 4 ord Jehovah dwells, | 
Eternal as his years. 


What tho' the Rebels dwell on high, 
His arm ſhall bring them low; . 

Low as the caverns of the grave 

Their lofry heads ſhall bow. 


On Babylon out feet ſhall tread, 
ln that rejoicing hour; 
The ruins of her walls ſhall ſpread 
A pavement for the Poor. 


þ The Promiſes of the Covenant of Grace, Iſa. Iv. 1, 2. zech. 


Kiii. 1. Mic. Vii. 19. Ezek. xxxvi. 25, &c. 


N vain we laviſh out our lives 
| To gather empty wind, 
The choiceft bleſſings earth can yield 
Will ſtarve a hungry mind. 


oe, and the Lord ſhall feed our ſouls 
W.irh more ſubſtantial meat, = 
Wich ſuch as ſaints in glory love, 

F With ſuch as Angels eat. 


Our God will ev'ry want fupply, 
And fill our hearts with peace; 
| He gives by cov'nant and by oath 
I he riches of his grace. 


Come, and he'll cle anſe our ſported fouls, 7 
And waſh away our ſtains F 
pl the dear fountain that his fon 

ou d from his dying veins, 
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Our guilt ſhall vaniſh all away, | 
Tho' black as hell before ; * N 
Our fins ſhall fink beneath the fea, - + 
And ſhall be found no more. Blas” 
And left pollution ſhould o'er-ſpread *# 
Our inward pow'rs again, if | 
His ſpirit ſhall bedew our ſouls 5 
Like purifying rain. * 
Our heart, that flinty ſtubborn thing, 
That terrors cannot move, | 


That fears no threatnings of his wrath, 
Shall bediffolv'd by love. 


Or he can take the flint away 
That would not be refin'd, ; 
And from the treaſures of his grace Te 
Beſtow a ſofter mind, 1 


There ſhall his ſacred ſpirit dwell, 
And deep engrave hislaw, P 
And ev'ry motion of our fouls e 
Io fwilt obedience draw. 3 
Thus will he pour ſalvation down, Ke 
And we ſhall render praiſe, N 
We the dear people of his love, ee 
And he our God of Grace. 12 
The Bleſſedneſs of Goſpel-Times ; or, The Revelation of 
Chriſt to Jews and Gentiles, Iſa. v. 2, 7, 8, 9, 10. 
Mat. xiii. 16, 17. 1 den 
5 OW beauteous are their feet 
11 vo ſtand on Zion's hill, 
Who bring ſalvation on their tongues. 3 


Dim MEEODY;;*Or, 4. 

= How charming is their voice! 

[ How ſweet the tidings are! 

| Zion. behold thy Saviour king, Walt 30 10) 

RHerxeignus and triumphs here. 
How happy are our ears, allet Not Lath 


That hear thi: joyful ſonnd, 
Which king and prophet: waited for, 
And ſought, but never found! 


How ble ſſed are our eye, 
IF That ſce this heav'nly light; #701397 
Prophets and kings defir'd it long, 

But dy'd without the ſight !. 
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© The watchmen join their voice, 
And tuneful notes emvloy z 

+ Jeruſalem breaks forth in ſongs, 

And deſarts learn the joy. 3 3 * 


The Lord makes bare his arms 
IThro' all the earth abroad; *' 

Let every nation now behold 

I heir Saviour and their God. 269-1 


The bum ble enlightened, and carnal rea/on humbled : Or, 
The Sovereignty of Grace, Luke x. 21, 22. 


* Here was an hour when Chriſt rejoyc d, 
And ſpoke his joy in words of praiſe; 
Father, | thank 1 hee, mighty dd. 
Lord of the earth, and heavens and 4cas. - 


0 | 
I thank thy ſov'reign/pow'r and love. 
That crowns my dofrine with ſucceſs.5// | 
And makes the babes in knowledge learn 

The heights, and breadchs, and lengths of 


3 
v 1 


grace. 
«© But 


#917 e rc 


© From men of prudencę and of wit "7 | 
ec The prince of darkneſs blinds their eyes 
& And their own pride reſiſts the light. 


FT 


c Father tis thus becauſe thy will & 


© Choſe and ordain'd it ſhould be ſo; 
& *Tis thy delight t' abaſe the proud, 


Lc 


And lay the haughty {corner low, - 


cc 


There's none can know the Father ri cht, 
ec 


But thoſe who learn it from the Son 
© Nor can the {on be well receiv'd, | 
But where the Father makes him known.” 


Then let our ſouls adore our God, 
That deals his graces as he pleaſe: ; 
Nor gives to mortals an account 
Or of his n or decrees, 


Free Grace in revealing Chriſt, Luke x. 21. 


122 S the man of conſtant grief, 
J A mourner all his days; 
His ſpirit once rejoyc'd aloud, 

And turn'd his joy to praiſe. 


Fatker, I thank thy wondrous love, 

That hathreveal'd thy Son 

To men unlearned; and to babes 
Has made thy z0ſpel known. 


The myſt ries of redeeming grace 
Are hidden from the wi je, 

While pride and carnal reasnings join 
To jwell and blind their eyes. 
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Thus 
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| | Thus doch the Lord ofheav'n and earth 
His great decrees fulfif, 
And orders all his works 'of grace 15 

By his own ſow'reitzn will. : 


The Son of God incarnate : Or, The Tide and the . 
| dom of Chriſt, Ifa. i 1X. 2, 6 3 To | 


| HE lands that long in darkneſs lay 
| Now have beheld a heav'nly light; 

| Nations that ſat in death's cold ſhade 
Are bleſt with beams divinely bright, 


{ Thevirgin's promis'd Son is born, 
| Behold th expected child appear; 

U hat ſhall ＋ names or titles be? 
F The Wonderful, The Counſellor. 


| This infant is the mighty God, 
Come to be ſuckled and ador'd; 

| Th' eternal Father, prince of peace, 
© The >cn of David, "and his Lord. 


The government of earth and ſeas 
Uu pon his ſhoulders ſhall be laid 
Bis wide dominions ſhall increaſe, 
And honours to his name be paid. 


Jeſus the holy child ſhall fir 
High on his Father David's throne, 
Shall cruſh his foes beneach his feet, 
4 And reign to ages yet unknown. 


, | * F by . b "wy 


The Strength of CbriſPs Love, and the' Souls Jealouſy 
her own, Sol. Song, viii. 5, 6, 9, 13, 14. 


(J HO is this fair one in diſtreſs, 


That travels from the Wilderneſs? _ 


And preſs'd with ſorrows and with figs, 
On her beloved Lord ſhe leans. 

This is the ſpouſe of Chriſt our God, 
Bought with the treaſures of his blood: 
And her requeſt, and her complaint, 
Is but the voice of ev'ry ſaint. 


O let my name engraven ſtand, 

© Both on thy heart and on thy hand: 
© Seal me upon thine arm, and wear 

I hat pledge of love for ever there. 


* Stronger than death thy love is known, 


Which floods of wrath could never droun z: 
And hell and earth in vain combine ning 


© Toquench a fire ſo much divine. 


But I am jealous of my heart, 

* Leſt it ſhould once from thee de part; 
hen let thy name be well impreſt, 
As a fair ſignet on my breaſt. 


* 'Till thou haft brought me to thy home, 
© Where fears and doubts can never come, 
* Thy count”nance let me often ſee, 

© Andoften thou ſhalt hear from me. 


© Come, my beloved, haſte away, 
Cut ſhort the hours of thy delay; 
* Fly like a youthful hart or roe 

* Over the hills where ſpices grow. 
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los God my God, my Alt thou 1 
Eer ſhines the dawn of day 


Thy ſovereign licht within my heart 
Thy all enliv'ning pow'r diſplay. 


| For Thee my thirſty ſouk does pant 
| While in this deſart land I live: 
| 


And hungry as I am and faint 
| Thy love alone can comfort give. 


In a dry land behold J place 


And more I joy to gain thy grace 
1 Than all earth's treaſures can afford. 


In holineſs within thy gates 
Of old oft have 1 {ought for Thee! 
Again my longing ſpiric waits 

That fullneſs of delight to ſee. 


More dear than life itſelf thy love 

My heart and tongue ſhall ſtill employ, 
And to declare thy praiſe will prove 

My peace, my glory, and my joy. 


In bleſſing: Thee with grateful ſongs 
My happy life ſhall glide away; 
The praiſe that to thy name belongs 
Hourly with lifted hands PIl pay. 


' Abundant ſweetneſs, while I ſing 


j Secure i in Thee, my God and King, 
| of, glory that no period knows. 


Thy love, my raviſh'd ſoul o er flows, 
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My whole defire on Thee, 0 * 5 


A Hs #20 DE V.OD<E LON. 


Thy name, O Lord, upon mb 
Dwells on my lips and fires my thought, 
With trembling awe in midnight ſnade, 
| muſe on all chy hands have wrought. b Sv 


In all I do II feel thy aid; * 
Therefore thy oreatneſs will F ing. 
O God, who bid'ſt my heart be glad Ny 
Beneath the ſhadow of thy wing. 


My {oul draws nigh andi cleaves to Thee: 
Then let or earth or hell-affail. 
Thy mighty hand ſhall ſet me free. 5 1 

For whom thou fav'ſt, he ne'er ſhall Fatt: © 


PSALM LXXXIV. 


ORD of the worlds above, 1 

How pleaſant and how fair | "= 

The dwelings of thy love 2 

Thy earthly temples n go 
To thine abode my heart aſpires 

With warm delires to ſee my God. 


O happy ſouls that pray 

Where God appoints to hear ! 

O happy men that pay 

Their conſtant ſervice there. 
They praiſe Thee ftill: And happy. they 
That love the way to Sion's hill. 


1 hey go from ſtrength to ſtrength 

Thro' this dark vale of tears, 

Till each o'ercomes at length, 

Till each in heav'n appears. 
O glorious ſeat! Thou God our King | 
2 thither bring our willing feet. | bot”, 


\ 


| 92 
God is our ſun and ſhield, 
Our light and our defence; 
With gifts his hands are fill'd, 
We draw our bleſfings thence. 
He ſhall beſtow upon our race 
His ſaving grace and glory too. 


The Lord his people loves, 
His hand no good with-holds 
From thoſe his heart approves 
From Holy, humble ſouls. 

| Thrice happy he, O God of hoſts ; 
| Whoſe ſpirit truſts alone in Thee! 
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PSALM LXXXIX. 


" T HY Mercies, Lord, ſhall be my ſong, 
I! My ſong on them ſhall ever dwell: 
Io ages yet unborn my tongue 
Thy never-failling truth ſhall tell. 


For thy ſtupendous truth and love 
Both heaven and earth juſt praiſes owe, 
Ry quires of angels ſung above, | 
And by aſſembled ſaints below. 


What ſeraph of celeſtial birth 
To vie with Jraels God ſhall dare? 
Or who among the Gods ot earth 
With our almighty Lord compare? 


| With reverence and religious dread 
His ſervants to his houſe ſhould preſs : 
His fear thro” all their hearts ſhould __ 


1 * his almighty name confeſs, 
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In Thee the ſovereign right remains 


Lord God of armies, who can boaſt — 
Of ſtrength or power like thine renown'd? 


7 
1 r oy 


Of ſuch a numerous, faithful hoſt 1 + 


As that which does thy throne ſ utround? , 


Thou doſt the lawleſs ſea controll; ; 


And change the proſpett of the deep: 
Thou mak'ſ the ſleeping billows roll, 
J hou mak'ſ the rolling biflows ſleep. 


Of earth and heaven: Thee, Lord, alone 
The world and all that it contains 
Their maker and preſerver own. 


Thy arm is mighty! Strong thy hand! 
Yet, Lord, thou doſt with juſtice reign : 

poſſeſt of abſolute command 
Thou truth and mercy doft maintain! 


PSALM KCl. 


E that hath God his guardian made 
Shall under the Almighty's ſhade 2 
Secure and undifturb'd abide: 
Thus to my ſoul of him PH fay, 


He is my fortreſs and my ſtay, 


My God, in whom I will confide. 


Thy tender love and watchful, care 
Shall free me from the fowler's ſnare, 
2 _m from ( e eſtilence: 4 
ou over me thy wings t ſprea 
And over my un Ne head, 
* truth ſhall de my a defence. ow; 
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| No terrors that forprize by x night 1 | 0 b. # 23 
Shall thy undaunte <6 ura ke, nal, 


Nor plague of unknown rife that mY 


In da kneſs, nor infectieus ills 5d: ob nodtT 
4 hart in the hotteſt ſeaſons tay. 45 beets: 
A thouſand at thy, fide mall die, 7 wh oh 


4 K 


Thou only ſhalt look on and ſemm 1 


At thy right hand ten thouſand lie, 
While thy firm healch untouch'd remains. 


The wicked's diſmal tragedſ /, 4 gt 
And count the ſinner's mournful gains. 


Becauſe with well plac'd confidence Tr 

Thou mak'{ the Lord thy ſure dotence, 4121 
And on the higheſt does rely,” 

Therefore no ill ſhall: thee befal, 


Vor to thy healthful dwelling mall 


Any infectious plague draw wgh-7 | 


For he throughout thy happy days 

To keep thee ſafe in all thy ways 
Shall give his angels fftict bs FRONT Bag 

And they, leſt thou ſhould'ff chance to meet Ne 

With ſome rough ſtone, to wound thy feet Bead pine" 
Shall bear thee tafely in their a 
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PSALM ent 


Y ſoul, ES with ſacred rpg; 
God's holy name for ever bleſs, _ 

Of all his favours mind ful prove. 

And ill thy grateful thanks expreſs. 


4x — 
* 
_ 


From danger he thy life retrieves, 


A= r EY OT FON. 
'Tis he that all thy fins forgives, 
And after fickneſs makes thee ſound ; 
By him with N and 1 en. 


The Lord ene with tender nb 
And unexampled acts of grace; Y 
His waken'd — 27 Boa {lowly move, bak 4 


His willing mercy flows apace. ee. 
As high as heav'n its arch extends 
Above this little ſpot of clay, 


So much his boundlets love tranſcends 
The ſmall regards that; we can pag.... , 


As far as tis from eaſt to weſt, = 13 
So far hath he our ſins remov'd ; | . 


Who with a father's tender breaſt, „Ken 
Hath ſuch as fear d him always lov'd. SO BN, © 
The Lord, the univerſal —7 TY 7 
In heay'd hath fix d his lofty throne: 
To Him, ye angels, praiſes bring, „ * 


In whoſe great ſtrength his praiſe is ſhewn. | 


Ye that his juſt commands obey, 
And hear and do his ſacred will; 5 
Ye hoſts of his, this tribute pay, = 
Who ſtill what he ordains fulfil. 1 


. * 
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Let every creature jointly bleſs 
The mighty Lord ; And thou, my heart, ay 
With grateful joy thy thanks expreſs; 2 

And in this conſort bear thy part. 


"Divine MELODY; 0. 
* SIGH, FG aa 


y heart did heave, and there came fort 
„O God!?! 
By that I knew that thou walt! in the grief, 
Olang a golden ſceptre of thy rod) 
o guide and govern it to my relief. 
Hadſt thou not had a more than equal part, 
Sure the unruly gh had broke my heart. 


But fince thy will my bounds of life aff gu'd, 
Thou know'ſt my fame: And if a fingfe ſigh, 

Ak. ſo muck breath, what then remains behind . 
Why! if ſome years of life together fly, 


. 0 The Corifely-watting ſigh then only is a 


A gale to bring me ſooner to my liſs 1 


Thy life on earth was grief: To this thou {till | 
Art conſtant, while thy ſuff ring majeſty 


[] Touch'd with my mis'ry, feels whate er I feel, 


Adopts my woes, and daily grieves in me. 


4 Thy death was but begun on Calvary, 


1 hon ey'ry hour doſt in thy members Jie! It 
The Dower. 


HILE fad my hearty, aud blaſted mourns, | 
How chearing, Lord, are the returns, 
How ſweet the lite, the joys they * 
Grief in thy preſence melts away. - | 
Retreſh'd 1 hail the glad ſome day, 
As flow'rs ſalute the riſing ſpring. 


Who 


AMHery it DEVOTION. 
Who would have thought my wither'd a 
Again ſhould feel thy ſoy'reign art, 


A kindly warmth again ſhould know? 
Late like the flow'r, whoſe drooping head 


| Sinks down, and ſeeks its native bed 


To ſee the mother- root below. 


Theſe are thy wonders; Lord of pow? „ 


Killing and quick ning! One ſhort hour 75 


Lifts up to heav'n, and ſinks to hell: 
Thy will ſupreme diſpoſes all; 
We prove thy juſtiee in our fall, 

Thy mercy in our riſe we feel. 


O that my lateſt change were o'er! 
O were I plac'd where fin no more 

With its attendant grief, could come 
Stranger to change, I then ſhould riſe 
Amidit the plants of paradiſe, 

And flouriſh in eternal bloom. 
Many a ſpring ſince here I grew, 
I ſeem'd my verdure to renew, 

And higher {till to riſe, and higher : : 
Watec'd by tears and fan'd by ſighs, 


I pour'd my fragrance thro” the s ies, 


And heav 'nward ever ſeem'd t' aſpire. 
141 


But while I grow, as heav'n were mine, 

Thine anger comes, and I decline; 
Faded my bloom, my glory loſt : 

Who can the deadly cold ſuſtain, 

Or ſtand beneath the chilling pain N 


When bia by thine anger's 3 troſt? 01% 
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And now in age 1 bud again, 

Once more I feel the vernal rain, 
wh Tho' dead ſo oft I live and write: 
WH Sure I but dream! It cannot be 
WH That I my God, that [ am He 
On whom thy tempeſts fell all night! 


i Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of love, 
Thy mercy thus delights to prove 
We are but flow'rs that bloom and die! 
Soon as this ſaving truth we ſee, 
Wichin thy garden plac'd by Thee, 
Time we lurvive, and death defy. 


h Deſerts n. 


10 J OY of my ſoul, when thou art gone, 
And I1(which cannot be) alone; 

| (lt cannot, Lord! for I on thee 
Depend, and Thou abid'ft in me.) 


| But when thou doſt the ſenſe repreſs, 

Tb extatic influence of thy grace; 

S8eem to deſert thy lov'd abode, 
And leave me ſunk beneath my load: 


O what a damp and deadly ſhade, 
What horrors then my ſoul invade! 
WM Leſs ghaſtly. low'rs the gloomieft night 
Than the eclipſe that veils thy light. 


Odo not, do not thus withdraw, 
L eſt fin ſurprize me void of awe, | 
And when thon doſt but ſhine leſs clear, 
WW Say boldly, that Thou art not here. 


i ; I 
| be „ 


1 
_— 
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A Hete to DEVOTION. N 
Thou, Lord, and only Thou canſt tell | 
How dead the life which then I feel ; 


Purſu'd by ſin's inſulting boaſt, 
That“ may ſeek— bur thou art loſt!” 


I half believe (the deadly cold 
Does all my pow'rs ſo faſt infold) - 
That ſin ſays true. But while I grieve, 
Again I ſee thy face, and live! 


A True Hymn. 


Y Joy, my life, my crown of bliſs, 
My heart was muſing all the day, 
Fain would it ſpeak; yet only this, 

My joy, my life, my crown, could ſay. 


Few as they are, and void of art, g 
7 Yet flight not, Lord, theſe humble words 
Fine is that hymn which ſpeaks the heart, 
: The heart that to the lines accords. 


We, who requires his creature's time, 
And all his ſoul, and ſtrength and mind, 
| Complains, if heartleſs flows the rhyme, | 
What makes the hymn is ſtill behind: | 


The ſcanty verſe himſelf ſupplies, 
Let but the fervent heart be movd; | 
And when it ſays with longing ſighs c 

___ © OcouldI love!” God writeth flov'd!? 


The Temper. 


7 O Lord, how gladly would my rhymes 
E ngrave thy love in ſteel. 
If what my ſoul doth feel ſometimes, 
My ſoul might ever 5 
A 2 


I 


3 


a Divine MELODY; Or, 
MW Tho! there were forty heav'ns or more, 
Sometimes I mount them all; 


Sometimes I hardly reach a ſcore, 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 


> 


Rack me not to ſuch vaſt extent; 

Theſe lengths belong to Thee; 5 

The world's too little for thy tent, . t... 
A grave too big for me. 


_ , — <> 2 — — — © —_ — 
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O mete not arms with man, nor ftretch 
„ A worm from heav'n to hell! 

/ Strive not with duſt, nor let a wretch 
Thy pow' almighty feel. 


— = _ * — - 
wow ths 2.8. > — —L— * 
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Yet take thy way; thy way is beſt; 

Grant or deny me eaſe: 

This is but tuning of my breaſt, 7 
To make the muſick pleaſe. 


Riſe I to heay*n, or ſink to duſt, 

In both thy. hands appear; K 
Thy pow'r and love, my love and truft 

11 Make one place ev Ty where! 


| Heavenly Foy on Earth. 


OME, we that love the Lord, 
An let our joys be known; 

' Join 3 in a Song with ſweet accord, 

And thus ſurround the Throne. 


The Sorrows of the Mind, 
Be baniſh'd from the Place | 
Religion never was deſign'd 
To make our Pleaſures leſs. 


ec 


Let thoſe refuſe to fing 

That never knew our God, 
But fav'rites of the heavenly King, 

May ſpeak their joys abroad. 


The God that rules on high, 

And thunders when he pleaſe, 
That rides upon the sky, 

And manages the seas. 


This awful God is ours, 
Our Father and our Love, 

He ſhall ſend down his heav'nly out. 
To carry us above. 


There we ſhall ſee his face, 

And never, never ſin; 
There from the rivers of his grace 

Drink endleſs pleaſures in. 


Yes, and before we riſe 
To that immortal State, 

The Thoughts of ſuch amazing bliſs 
Should conſtant joys create. 


The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below, 

Celeſtial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 


The hill of Zion yields 

A thouſand ſacred {weets, | 
Before we reach the heav' nly fields, 

Or walk ths golden ſtreets. 


FIR 


Then 
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W162 Dome MELODY; Or, 
j Then let our Songs abound, 
And ev'ry tear be dry ; 


We're marching thro' Immanuel's ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 


Chriſts Preſence makes Death eaſy. 


T7 HY ſhould we ftart and fear to die? 


What tim'rous worms we mortals are! 


| Death is the gate of endleſs joy, 


And yet we dread to enter there. 


The pains, the groans, and dying ftrife 
Fright our approaching ſouls away; 
Still we ſhrink back again to life, 

Fond of our priſon and our clay. 


Oh! if my Lord would come and meet, 
My ſoul ſhould ſtretch: her wings in haſte, 
Fly fearleſs thro' death's iron gate, 


Vor feel the terrors as ſhe paſs'd. 


eſus can make a dying bed 
Feel ſoft as downy pillows are, 
While on his breaſt I lean my head, 
And vreathe my life out ſweetly there. 


Frailty and Folly. 


OW ſhort and haſty is our life! 
"x How vaſt our ſouls affairs! 
Yet ſenſeleſs mortals vainly ſtrive 
To laviſh ont their years. 


1 Our days run thoughtleſly along, 
Without a moment's ftay 


a. 


A Heir to DEVOTION. i103} 
Juſt like a ſtory or a ſong, 
We paſs our lives away. 


God from on high invites us home, 
But we march heedleſs on, 

And ever haſt'ning to the tomb, 
Stoop downwards as we run. 


How we deſerve the deepeſt hell, 
That flight the joys above! 
What chains of vengeance ſhould we feel 
That break ſuch cords ot love! 


Draw us, O God, with ſov'reign grace, 
And lift our thoughts on high, | 

That we may end this mortal race, 
And ſee ſalvation nigh. 


The bleſſed Society in Heaven. 


Aiſe thee, my ſoul, fly up and run 
Ihro' ev'ry heav nly ſtreet, 

And ſay, there's nought below the ſun 
That's worthy of thy feet. | 


Thus will we mount on ſacred wings, 
And tread the courts above: 
Nor earth, nor all her mightieſt things, 
Shall tempt our meaneſt love. 


There on a high majeſtick throne 
Th' almighty Father reigns, 
And ſheds his glorious goodneſs down 
On all the bliſsful plains. 
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e like a ſun, the Saviour ſits, X76 


S135 + 


If} Amidſt thoſe ever-ſhining skies 


a 


nd ſpreads eternal noon 3 
No ev'nings there, nor gloomy nights, 
Io want the feeble moon. 


Behold the ſacred dove, 


While baniſh'd ſin and ſorrow flies 


Wt 
The glorious tenants of the place 


From all the realms of love. 


Stand bending round the throne 
And ſaints and leraphs ſing and praiſe | 


WF The intmite Three-One. 


But, Oh, what beams of heav'nly grace 
Tranſport them all the while ! 


ren chouſand ſmiles from Jeſus face 


And love in ev'ry ſmile! 


WT Jeſus, and when ſhall that dear day, 


That joyful hour, appear, 


Wt When l thall leave this houſe of clay, 
To dwell amongſt em there? 
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tion deſir d. 


With all thy quick ning powers, 


| Kindle a flame of ſacred love 


In theſe cold hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here below, |. |& »/ 


Fond of theſe trifling toys, 


1 
4 


Wi is ſouls can neither fly nog grow 


To reach eternal Joys, 


\ 
# 


| Ome Holy Spirit, heav ly Dove, | 


Breatbing after the Holy Spirit : Or, Fervency of Devo- 


n "as SS - 
PB 1 
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In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe; 

Hoſanna's languith on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 9 189 


Dear Lord! and ſhall we ere lie 
At this poor dying rate ? 

Our love ſo faint, ſo cold to thee? 
And thine to us ſo great? 


Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick' ning powers, 
Come, ſhed abroad a Saviour's love, 

And that ſhall kindle ours. 


Praiſe to God for Creation and Redemption. 


ET them neglect thy glory, Lord, 
1 W ho never knew thy grace 

But our loud ſong thall {till record 
J he wonders of thy praiſe. 


We raiſe our ſhouts, O God, to Thee, 
And ſend them to thy throne ; % hw 
Allglory to th' nited Three, 
Ihe undivided One. 


Twas He (and we'll adore his name) 
That form'd us by a word; 

"Tis e reſtores our uin'd frame: 4 
e to the Lord! = 


H ſanna! let the earth and kies 858 
Re peat the joy ful ſound; 

Rocks, hills, and vales reflect the voice 
in one eternal round. * 


Chriſt's 


* 


Di, MELODY ; Or, 
Chriſt's Interceſſiorr. 


wW ELL, the Redeemer's gone, 
| T” appear before our God, 
Io ſprinkle o'er the flaming throne 

Il! With his atoning blood. 


No fiery vengeance now, 

No burning wrath comes down; 

If juſtice calls for ſinners blood, 
The Saviour ſhews his own. 


Before his Father's eye 
Our humble ſuit he moves; 

The Father lays his thunder by, 
And looks, and {miles, and loves. 


Now may our joyful tongues 

Our maker's honour ſing : 

- Jeſus the prieſt receives our ſongs, 
And bears em to the king, 


We bow before his face, 


* 


0 And ſound his glories high, 
= Hoſanna to the God of grace 
i; That lays his thunder by. 


© On earth thy mercy reigns, 

© And triumphs all above: | 
But, Lord, how weak are mortal trains 
Io ſpeak immortal love! 


How jarring and how low 
Are all the notes we ſing ! 
Sweet Saviour, tune our ſongs anew, 


And they ſhall Pleaſe the king. 


AH 11 7 fo DE VOT ION. 107 
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If T up your eyes to th' heav'nly ſeats = 
W here yout Redeemer ſtays: 

Kind Interceſſor, there he fits, 

And loves, and pleads, and prays. 


"Twas well, my ſoul, he dy'd for Thee, 
And ſhed his vital blood, 
Appeas d ſtern juſtice on the tree, 
And then aroſe to God. 


Petitions now and praiſe may riſe, 
And ſaints their off rings bring, 

The prieſt with his own ſacrifice 
Preſcnts them to the king. 


Let papiſts truſt what names they pleaſe, 
1 heir Saints and Angels boaſt ; 

We've no ſuch adyocates as theſe, 
Nor pray to th' heav'nly hoſt. 


Jeſus alone ſhall bear my cries 
Up to his Father's throne: 

He (deareſt Lord) perfumes my ſighs, 
And ſweetens every groan. 


Ten thouſand praiſes to the king, 
Hojanna in the bigh'ft 
Ten thouſand thanks our ſpirits bring 
To God and to his Chriſt. 4 
* 


H Appy the heart where graces reign, 
W here love inſpires the breaſt: 
Love is the brighteſt of the train, 

And firengthens all the reſt. 


es © Divine MELODY; Or, 
Knowledge, alas! 'tis all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear; 


| Our ſtubborn ſins will fight and reign, 
If love be abſent there. 


Tis love that makes our chear ful feet 
In ſwift obedie nce move; 

The devils know, and tremble too, 
But Satan cannot love. 


This is the grace that lives and ſings, 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe; 

*Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joy ful ſtrings 
In the ſweet realms of bliſs. 


Before we quite forſake our clay, 
Or leave this dark abode, 

T he wings of love bear us away 
10 ſee our ſmiling God. 


The Shortneſs and Miſery of Life. 


UR days, alas! our mortal days, 
Are ſhort and wretched too; 
Exil and few, the Patriarch ſays, 
And well the Patriarch knew. 


Tis but at beſt a narrow bound 

That heav'n allows to men, 
And pains and fins run thro' the round 
Of threeſcore years and ten. 


Well, if ye muſt be fad and few, 
A Run on my days, in haſte; 
Moments of fin, aud months " woe, * 
Ye cannot fly too füſt. 
WORN! | ; : Let 


* 
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Let heav'nly love prepare my foul, 
And call her to the skies, 
Where years of long falvation roll, 


And glory never dies. 


PSALM Ill. 


E Saints and ſervants of the Lord, 
The triumphs of his name record, - 
His ſacred name for ever bleſs; 
Where'er the circling ſun diſplays © 
His riſing beams or ſetting rays, 

Due praiſe ta his great name addreſs. 


God thro' the world extends his ſay, 

The regions of eternal day 

But ſhadows of his glory are, 

With him whoſe majeſty el 

Who made the heaven in which he dwells, 
Let no created power compare. 


Tho' tis beneath his ſtate to view, 
In higheſt heaven what angels do, 

Yet he to earth vouchſafes his care; 
He takes his needy from his all... © 
Advancing him in courts to dwell, 

Companion of the greateſt there. 


To Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, 
The God whom heavens triumphant hoſt 
And ſuffering ſaints on rack adore, 


Be glory as in ages paſt, 


As now it is, and fo ſhall laſt vir 
When earth and Heavens thal be no more, 
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Free Den MELODY; Or, 
PSALM CIV. 5 


HEN Iſrael by the almighty led, 
© Enrich'd with their oppreſſor's ſpoil, 
From Egypt march'd, and Jacobs ſeed 
From bondage in a foreign ſoil : 


| Jebowab for his reſidence 

Choſe out imperial Judab's tent 
His manſion royal, and from thence 
 Thro' Iraels camp his orders ſent. 


| The diſtant ſea with terror ſaw, 

| And from the almighty's preſence fled ; 
Old Jordan's ſtreams, ſurpriz'd with awe, 
Retreated to their fountain's head. 


Ihe taller mountains skipp'd, like rams 

Wen danger near the fold they hear: 

The hills skipp'd after them like Lambs 
Affrighted by their leader's fear. 


O ſea, what made your tide withdraw, 
And naked leave your oozy bed ? 

Why Jordan, againſt nature's law, 
Recoild'ſt chou to thy fountain's head? | 


Why, mountains, did ye skip, like rams 
When danger does approach the fold: 
Why after them, ye hills like lambs 
When they their leaders flight behold. 


Earth, tremble on: well may'ſt thou fear | | 
1 hy Lord and Maker's face to ſee; i 

When Jacob's awful God draws near, 

Tis time for earth and ſea to flee. | | 


To 
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To flee from God, who nature's lay 
Confirms and cancels at his will; 

Who ſprings from flinty rocks can draws 
And thicſty vales with water fill, 


PSALM CXXI. 


'F 5 heav'n I life my waiting eyes, 
There all my hopes are laid: 


The Lord chat built the earth and ies 
Ils my perpetual aid. 


Their feet, O Lord, ſhall never fall, 
Whom thou vouchſaf'ſt to keep: 

Thy ear attends the ſofteſt call, 
Thy eyes can never ſleep. 


Thou wilt ſuſtain our feeble pow'rs 

With thyalmighty arm: — 
Thou watcheſt our ungrateful hours 

Againſt invading harm. 

Nor ſcorching ſun nor ſickly moon 

Shall have thy leave to ſmite; 


Thou ſhield ſt our heads from burning noon, 
From blaſting damps at night. 


He guards our ſoul, he keeps our breath 

_ Where thickeſt dangers come : 24 
Go and return, ſecure f. um death, 

Till God commands thee home. 


PSALM CXXXIX. 


HOU Lord, by ſtricteſt ſearch haſt n 
My rifing up and lying down; 
My ſecret thoughts are known to thee, 
Known long betore conceiv'd by me. 
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Thine 
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My publick haunts and private ways: 
Thou know ſt what tis my lips would vent, 
My yet unutter'd words intent. 


Surrounded by thy pow'r I ſtand, 


On ev'ry ſide I find thy hand, 


O skill, for human reach too high? 
Too dazling briglit for mortal eye! 


O cou'd I fo per fdious . 6 Sur 4) 


To think of once deſerting thee ?. = 
Where, Lord, could I thy influence ſhud, a” 
Or whither from thy preſence run? 
If up to heav'n I take my flight | ya; 

*T is there thou dwell Hor. xi in light : . tw vodT 

If down to hell's infernal plains 

"Tis there almighty .vengeance reigns. OAT ay 
If I the morning's wings cou'd gain, Ls hy 
And fly beyond the weſtern main n 
Thy ſwifter hand would firſt attwe, | 
And there arreſt thy fugitive. n 


Or ſhould I try, to ſhun thy ſt cht 


Beneath the ſable wings of night, 


One glance from thee, one piercing ray 


Would kindle darkneſs 1 into day. 72% Op - 


The veil of night is no diſguiſe, 

No ſcreen from thy all- ſearching eyes * 
Tro midnight ſhades thou find'ft thy 15 Par wn 
As in the 1 noon da days: ©: 1 pigs =o 


On 


i Dive MELOD Ys Or. * 
1 Thine eye my bed and path. ſorvey 8. 
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Thou know'ſt the texture of my heart, 
My reins and every vital part : 

Each ſingle thread in nature's loom 
By thee was cover'd in the womb. 


F 1 praiſe thee, from whoſe hands I came 
A work of ſuch a curious frame; 
The wonders thou in me haſt ſhewn 

y ſoul with grateful joy ſhall own. 


'Thine eye my ſubſtance did ſurvey, 
While vet a lifeleſs maſs it lay; 

In ſecret how exatly wrought, 

E're from its dark incloſure brought. 


Thou did'ſ the ſhapeleſs embrio (ee, 

Its parts were regiſter'd by thee ; 

Thou ſaw'ſt the daily growth they took, 
Form'd by the model of thy book. 


Let me acknowledge too, O God, 
That ſince the maze of life I trod, 
Thy thoughts of love to me ſur mount 
The power of numbers to recount; 


Search, try, O Lord, my reins and heart, 
If evil lurk in any part; 
Correc me where | go aſtray, 

And guide me in thy perfect way. 


A Sight of God, mortifies us to the World, 


P to the fields where Angels lie, 

And living waters gently roll, 
Fain would my thoughts leap out and fly, 
But fin hangs heavy on my ſoul. 
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N Thy wondr'ous blood, dear dying Chriſt, 
Can make this world of guilt remove; 
And thou can'ſt bear me where thou fly'ſt, 


Ou thy kind wings, celeſtial dove! 


ö 
O might I once mount up and ſee 
The glories of th' eternal Skies; 
What little things things theſe worlds would be! 


* 


Wy How. deſpicable to my Eyes! 


[ Had I a glance of Thee my God, 
Kingdoms and Men would vaniſh ſoon, 
# Vaniſh as tho” I ſaw 'em not, 


As a dim candle dies at noon. 


Then they might fight, and rage, and rave, 


— — 


1 ſhould perceive the noiſe no more 


| Than we can hear a ſhaking Leaf, 
While rattling thunders round us roar. 


| Great all in all, eternal King, 

I et me but view thy lovely face, 
And all my pow'rs ſhall bow and ſing 
Thine endleſs grandeur, and thy grace. 


Delight in God. 


Aboye at thy right hand ! 


i M Y God, what endleſs pleaſures dwell 


I 1 he courts below, how amiable, 
Wo Where all thy graces ſtand ! 


Ihe ſwallow near thy templelies, 
And chirps a cheartul note; 


The lark mounts upwards tow'rd thy skies, 
And tunes her warbling throat. | 
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TTS 
And we, when in thy pteſence, Lord, A 
We ſhout with joyful tongues; 
Or ſitting round our father's board, 
We crown the feaſt with ſongs. . ' 


While Jeſus ſhines with quick'ning grace, 
We ſing and mount on high;  _ 
But if a frown becloud his face, 
We faint, and tire, and die. 


Juft as we ſee the loneſome dove 

Bemoan her wdow'd ſtate, 
Wandring ſhe flies thro?” all the grove, 

And mourns her loving mate. 


Juſt ſo our thoughts from thing to thing, 
In reſtleſs circles rovez is 

Juſt ſo we droop, and hang the wing, 
When Jeſus hides his love. 


Chriſt's Sufferings and Glory. 
N OW for a tune of lofty praiſe 
LV To great Jehovah's equal ſon ! 
Awake, my voice in heav'nly lays, 
Tell the loud wonders he hath done. 


Sing how he left the worlds of light, 
And the bright robes he wore above; 
How \wift and joyful was his flight 
On wings of everlaſting love. 


Down to this baſe, this ſinful earth, 
He came to raiſe our nature high; 
He came t'attone almighty wrath 3 
Jeſus the God was born to die. 


= TY | Fell 
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Divine MELODY ; Or, 
Hell and its lions roar'd around, 


His precious Blood the Monſters ſpilt; 
While weighty ſorrows preſs d him down, 


I Ri 


— 
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& Round the iweet beauties of his face. 
W Amongſt a thouſand harps and ſongs 


Large as the loads of all our guilt. 


Deep in the ſhades of gloomy death, 
TH Almighty captive pris'ner lay ; 


1 Th' Almighty captive left the earth, 


And roſe to everlaſting day. 


Lift up your eyes, ye ſons of light, 


'Up to his throne of ſhining grace; 
See what immortal glories fit 


Feſus the God exalted reigns, 
His ſacred name fills all their tongues, 


And echoes thro' the heav'nly plains, 


Hell: Or, the vengeance of God. 


X 7 1TH holy fear, and humble ſong, 
Y Thedreadful God our ſouls adore ; 


& Rey'rence and awe becomes the tongue 
That {peaks the terrors of his power. 
Far in the deeps where darkneſs dwells, 
= The land of horror and deſpair, 


Juſtice has built a diſmal hell, 


1 And laid her ſtores of vengeance there. 


3s | 5 . 

WW Eternal plagues and heavy chains, 
WW Tormenting racks and fiery coals, 
And darts tinflict immortal pains, 


Dy'd in the blood of damned ſouls, 


There 


— 
7 


His goodneſs how amazing great ! 


A HELP ro DEVOTION. 
There Satan the firſt ſinner lies, 
And roars and bites his iron bands; 
In vain the rebel ftrives to riſe, 
Cruſh'd with the weight of both thy hands. 


There guilty ghoſts of Adam's race 
Shriek out and houl beneath thy rod; 
Once they could {corn a Saviour's grace, 
But they incens d a dreadful God. 


Tremble, my ſoul, and kiſs the ſon ; 
Sinners, obey thy Saviour's call ; 
Elie your damnation haſtens on, 
And hell gapes wide to wait your fall. 


1 17 | 


God's Condeſcenſion tu Humane Affairs. 
1 P tothe Lord that reigns on high, 


and views the nations from afar, 
Let everlaſting praiſes fly, 


And tell how large his bounties are. 


He that can ſhake the worlds he made, 
Or with his word, or with his rod, 


And what a condeſending God ! 


God, that muſt ſtooop to view the skies, 
And bow to {ee what angels do, 

Down to our earth he caſts his eyes, 

And bends his footiteps downwards too. 


He over-rules all mortal things, 
And manages our mean affairs; 

On humble ſouls the king of kings 
Beſtows his counſels and his cares, 
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Her ſorrows and our tears we pour 
Into the boſom of our God, 

On hears us in the mournful hour, 
And helps us bear the heavy load. 


In vain might lofty princes try 
Such condeſcenſion to perform; 
For worms were never rais'd ſo high 
Above their meaneſt fellow-worm. 


Oh! could our thankful hearts deviſe 

A tribute equal to thy grace, 
To the third Heav'n our ſongs ſhould riſe, 
And teach the golden harps thy praiſe. 


Glory and Grace in tle Perſon of Chriſt. 


OW to the Lord a noble ſong ! 
Awake, my foul ; awake, my tongue; 
Huſanna to thi eternal name, 

And all his boundleſs love proelaim. 


See where it ines in Jeſ,s face, 
The brighteſt ĩmage of his grace; 
God, in the per ſon of his fon, 

Has all his mighticd works outdone. 
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The ſpacious carth, and ſpreading flood, 
Proclaim the wiſe, the pow'rful God, 
And thy rich glories from afar, 

Sparkle in ev'ry rolling ſtar. 


But in his looks a glory ſtands, 
The nobleſt labour of thine han ds: 
The pleaſing luſtre of his cyes 
Outſhines the wonders of the skies. 


AHery ⁵ DEVOTION. 10 
Grace ! tis a ſweet, a charming theme; 
Ny thoughts rejoyce at Jeſus* name: 
Ye angels, dwell upon the ſound ; 

Ye Heav'ns reflect it to the ground. 


Oh, may 1 live to reach the place 

Where he unveils his lovely face, 
Where all his beauties you behold, 

And ling his name to harps of gold ! 


Love to the Creatures, is dangerous. 


O W vain are all things here below! 
How falſe, and yet how fair ! 
Each pleaſure hath its poiſon too ; 
And ev'ry ſweet, a inare, 


The brighteſt things below the sky 
Give but a flattering light ; 

We ſhould ſuipett ſome danger nigh, 
Where we polſeſs delight. 


Our deareft joys, and neareft friends, 
Ihe partners of our blood, 

How they divide ouc wav'ring minds, 
And leave but half for God ! 


The fondneſs of a creature's love 
How ſtrong it itrikes the ſenſe! 

Thither the warm affections move, 
Nor can we call em thence. 


Dear Saviour, let thy beauties be 
My ſoul's eternal food; 

And grace command my heart away 
From all created good. 
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Divine M EL ODY; Or, | 
Moſes dying in the Embraces of God, 


EAT H cannot make our ſouls afraid, 
If God be with us there; 

We may walk through our darkeſt thade, 

And never yield to fear. 


I could renounce my all below, 


If my creator bid; 
And run, if 1 were c{ll'd to „„ 
And die as Moſes did. ; 


Might I but climb to piſg al's top, 
And view the promis'd Land, 
My fleſh itſelf ſhould long to drop, 7 
And Pray for the command. FI 


Claſp'd in my heav'nly father's arms, 
] would forget my breath, 


And loſe my lite among the charms 
Of ſo divine a death. 


Comfort under Sorrows and Pains. 


| h 7 © * let the Lord my Saviour ſmile, 


And jhew my name upon his heart; 
I would forget my pains awhile, | 
And in the plcaſure loſe the ſmart. 


But, oh! it ſwells my ſorrcws high, $4. 

10 ſeo my bleſſed Jeſus frown 3 % 

| My ſpirits link, my comforts die, *. 
And all the ſprings of life are down, 

ver 
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121 A Here to DEVOTION. © 7 
Yet why, my ſoul, why theſe complaints ; | 
Still while he frowns, his bowels move ; 

Still on his heart he bears his faints, 


And feels their ſorrows and his love. 


My name is printed on his breaſt ; 
H's book of life contains my name : 
d rather have it their impreſs'd, 
Than in the bright records of fame. 


When the laſt fire burns all things here, 
"Thoſe letters ſhall ſecurely ſtand, 

And in the Lamb's fair book appear, 
Writ by th'eternal father's hand. 


Now ſhall my minutes ſmoothly run, 

Whilſt here wait my Father's will; —_ 

My riſing and my letting ſun _ 
Roll gently up and down the hill. 


God the Son equal with the Father. 


Right king of glory, dreadful God! 
Our ſpirits bow before thy ſeat, 
Jo Thee we lift an humble thought, 
And worihip at thine awful feet. 


Thy pow'r hath form'd, thy wiſdom ſways 

All nature with a fovereign word z © — 
And the bright worlu of ſtars obeys | 
The will of their ſu erior Lord. 


ts Mercy and truth unite in one, 
And ſmi ing fit at thy right hand; 


Eternal ,uſtice guards thy throne, 
And vengeance waits thy drcad command. 


t | | A thouſand 
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122 
A choufand ſeraphs ſtrong and bright 
Stand round the glorious deit y; 


But who amongſt the ſons of light 
Pretends compariſon with thee ? 
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Ver there is one of human frame, 
Jeſus, array'd in fleſh and blood” 


WW} Thinks it no robbery to claim 


A full equality with God. 


Their glory ſhines with equal beams; 


Their eſſence is for ever one, 


þ | Tho' they are known by diff'rent names, 
The father God, and God the ſon. 


Then let the name of Chriſt our king, 
# Wich equal honours be ador'd : 
His praiſe let ev'ry angel ſing, 
And all the nations own the Lord. 1 


A Hymn for Midnight | 


HILE midnight ſhades the earth o'er ſpread? 
And veil the boſom of the deep, 


Nature reclines her weary head, 


And care reſpires and ſorrows ſleep: 


| My ſoul ſtill aims at nobler reſt, 
© Aſpiring to her Saviour's breaſt. 


14 Ai d me, ye hov'ring ſpirits near, 


Angels and miniſters of grace; 


| ' Who ever, while you guard us here, 


Behold your Heav'nly fathers tac ! 


il q ö Gently my raptur'd ſoul convey 


Jo regions of eternal day. 


AH K L P fo DEV OTION. W.. 


Fain would I leave this earth below. 
Of pain and fin the dark abode ; 
Where thadowy joy, or ſolid woe 
Allures, or tears me from my God: 
Doubt full and inſecure of bliſs, 
Since death alone confirms me his. 


Till then, to ſörrow born 1 ſigh, 
And gaſp, and languiſh 1 — home; 
Upward I ſend my ftreaming eye, 
Expetting till the bridegroom come : 
Come quickly, Lord! Thy own receive, 
Now let me fee thy face, and live. 


5 Abſent from Thee, my exil'd ſoul 

Deep in a fleſhly dungeon groans, 
Arround me clouds of darkneſs roll, 

And lab'ring filence ſpeaks my moans; 
Come quickly, Nord! Thy face diſplay, 
And look my midnight into day. 


Error and fin, and death are o'er, 
Ir Thou reverſe the creature's doom 
Sad, Rachel weeps her loſs no more, | 
't Thou, the God, the Saviour come: 
OF Thee poffeſt, in The we prove 
The light, the life, the Heav'n of love. 


Man's Medley. | 
ARK how the woods with muſick rings 
How {weet the fearher'd minſtrels ſing ! 


They have their jeys, and man has his: 
Yer, it we judge our ſtate aright, 


— 


124 Divine MELODY; Or, 
| The preſent is not man's delight, 
Hereafter brings his happy bliſs 


This life belongs to things of ſenſe, - 
Juſtly to this they make pretence; 
Angels potie's the next by birth: - 
Man, grov'ling glorious man alone 
Angel and bruit unites in one, | 
W nile this hand heav'n, that touches earth. 


Glorious in ſoul, he mounts and flies, : 
Grov'ling in fleſh, he ſinks and dies: . 
His treaſure holds in earth conhn'd — 
The body's calls forbid to hear, ] 
Born to regard with liſt'ning Ear | 

The dictates of his nobler mind. | 


Not but his gracious maſter here ] 
Allows and bids him taſte the cheer : 0 
As birds that drinking liſt their head, 

Thankful like them he bids him drink, ö 
And of thode ſtreams of pleaſure think | 

That ever chear the immortal dead. ; 


His joys ar double — and his pains 
While of two winters he complains, 
The brute creation feels but one: 
Round, and within him tempeſts ron; . 
Froſt chills his veins, and thought his (ou! ; 

Two dea hs he fears, and he alone. 


Yet ev n the ſharpeſt heavieſt grief 

May with it bring its own relief, 25 25 | 
I cight his ſtate the {ufffrer weighs; 
== Happy the man who finds the art 
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To turn, by thankfulneſs of heart, 
His double pains to double praiſe! 


MIS E Rv. 


: O RD, let the angels peaiſe thy name, 
Man is a feeble fooliſh thing! 
Folly and lin play all his game, 
Still burns his houſe he till doth ſing. 
To day he's here, to morrow gone, 
Ihe madman knows it — and ſings on. 


How canſt thou brook his fooliſhneſs ? 
When heedleſs of the voice divine, 
Himſelf alone he ſeeks to pleaſe, ; 
And carnal joys prefers to thine, 
Eager thro'natures wilds to rove, 
Nor aw'd by fear, nor charm'd by love. 


What ftrange pollutions does he wed, 
Slave to his ſenſes and to fin! 

Naked of God, his guilty head . 
He ſtrives in midnight ſhades to skreen: 

Fondly he hopes frem Thee to fly, 

Unmark'd by thine all-ſeeing eye. 


The beſt of men to evil yield, 

If but the {lighteſt trial come 3 

hey fall, by Thee no more upheld : 

And when affliction calls them home, 
Thy gentle rod they ſcarce endure, 
And murmur to accept their cure. 


1 126 Divine M ELO DY ; Or, 

N | Wavyard they haſte; while nature leads, 

WT” eſcape Thee; but thy gracious dove - 

Still mildly o'er their folly ſpreads 

1H The wings of his expanded love: / 

rpou bring'ſt them back, nor ſuff *reft thoſe 7 
F 


Who would be, to remain thy foes. 


My God, thy name I cannot praiſe, 
All brightneſs Thou, all purity ! [ 
The Sun in his Meredian blaze | 
Ils darknels, if compared to Thee. 

O how ſhall ſinful worms proclaim, 
shall man preſume to praiſe thy name? 


: 


Man cannot ſerve Thee: All his Care 


EF Engroſs'd by grov'ling appettite, 
1s fixt on carth; his treaſure there, 
His portion, and his baſe delight: 
He fſtarcs from virtue's thorny road, 
Alive to ſin, but dead to God! 


—_ + LR Dae os Har"... 


A \ * 1 — „ - <4 — 
P r e , , 


——— 


—_ l — — 
* 


143 ; 

1 Ah fooliſh man! were are thine eyes? 

Wi Loftin a crowd of earthly cares: 
Thy indolence negletts to riſe, 

Wy Vhile husks to Heav'n thy foul prefers ; 
1 Careleſs the ſtarry crown to ſeize, 
Zy pleaſure bound, or lull'd by eaſe. 


To God, thro' all creation's bounds 

wt | ? | 3 5 D 2 

1 Th unconſcious kinds their homage bring; 

is praite thro' ev'ry grove reſounds, 

Dor know the warblers whom they ſing : 

'} But man, Lord of the creatures, knows 

The fourcc from whece their being flows. 
1 EOS 1 0 He 
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He owns a God—but eyes him not, 
But lets his mad diſorder reign : 
They make his life a conſtant blot, 
And blood divine an off ring vain. 
Ah wretch ! thy heart unſearchable, 
Thy ways myſterious who can tell ! - 


Perfect at firſt, and bleſt his ſtate, 

Man in his Maker's image ſhone ; 
In innocence divinely great 

He liv'd, he liv'd to God alone: 
His heart was love, his pulſe was praiſe, 
And light and glory deck'd his face. 


But alter'd now and frail he is, 
Immerſt in fleſh and dead within 

Dead to the taſte of native bliſs, _ 
And ever ſinking into fin : 

Nay by his wretched {elf undone. 

Such is man's ſtate—and ſuch my own] 


The Sinner. 


HE N all the ſecrets of my heart 
With horror, Lord, I ſee, 
Thine, is, I find, the ſmalleſt part, 
Tho' all be due to thee. 
Thy footſteps ſcarce appear within, 
But luſts a countleſs crowd; 
TH immenſe circumference is ſin, 
A point is all my good. 


D break my bonds, let ſin enthrall 
My ſtrugling foul no more; 


Hear thy fall'n creatures feebly call, 
| Thine Image O reſtore! 

And tho' my heart ſenſeleſs and hard 
| To Thee can ſcarcely groan, 
Ver O remember, gracious Lord, 

b& Thou once didſt write in ſtone ! 


| Death dreadful or delightful. 


Fath ! "tis a melancholy day 

To thoſe that have no God, 
When the poor ſoul is forc'd away 
Jo ſeek her laſt abode. 


In vain to heav'n ſhe lifts her eyes, 
But guilt, a heavy chain, 

Still drags her downward from the skies 

To darkneſs, fire, and pain. 

Awake and mourn ye heirs of hell, 

= Let ſtubborn linners fear; 

Wo You muſt be driven from earth, and dwell 
A long For ever there. 


See how the pit gapes wide for you, 
I And flaſhes in your face; 

And thou, my ſoul, look downwards too, 
| And ling recov'ring grace. 


He is a God of ſov'reign love, 
4 hat promis'd heav'n to me; 

And taught my thought to ſoar above 

| Where happy ſpirits be. 
Prepare me, Lord, for thy right hand, 
Then come the joyful day; 

mc, death, and ſome celeſtial band, 

To bear my ſoul away. 


"= A 
— — - 
— ——ö — —— — 
— 
* 


——ͤ —A[2ͤ 


— — — 
— ww — 
ap — — 


—_ — 
— 


—— — 
a... ů On 


_—_ 


= ———— 7˙ 2 ——— 4 


_— 
— * 2 * 2 _ 
a DT IPOS OO E—_ — — yg — 


— — — — 
— 
—— 


— 


* — —— — 


"TE — 
—ͤũüHw R 2x — —  __ 
— — P 


Dan MELODY; Or, | 


A Hzte ro DEVO TION. 

= Repentance. | 

Y ORD, I confeſs my fin is great, 
Great is my ſin! O gently treat 

hy tender flow'r, thy fading bloom, 

Whoſe life's ſtill aiming at a tomb. 


Have mercy, Lord! Lol confeſs 

I feel, I mourn my fooliſhneſs : I 
O ſpare me, whom thy hands have made, 
A with'ring leaf, a fleeting ſhade. _ 


Sweeten at length this bitter bowl 
Which Thou haſt pour'd into my ſoul ! 
O tarry not! If till Thou ſtay, 

Here ſets in death my ſhort-liv'd day. 


When I hou for fin rebukeſt man, 
His drooping heart is fill'd with pain 
Blaſted his ſtrength, his beauty too 
Conſumes away as morning dew. 


When wilt Thou fin and grief deſtroy, 
That all the broken bones may joy; 
And at thy all-reviving word 
Dead ſinners riſe, and praiſe the Lord? 


Complaining. | 
T HO, Lord, my pow'r and wiſdom art, 
O do not then rejett my heart! 
Thy clay that weeps, thy duſt I am | 
That calls, O put me not to ſhame! 


Thy glories, Lord, in all things ſhine, ; 
Thine is the deed, the praiſe is. Thine: 
be 9 — | * 
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0 Dionne MELODY; Of 
A feeble, helpleſs creature I 

Do at thy pleaſure live or die. 
Art Thou all juſtice? — ſhews thy word 

= Thro' ev'ry page an angry Lord? 

Am all tears? —1s this to live? 

Is all my buſineſs here to grieve ?. 


Fill not my life's ſhort hour with pain, 
Or, O contract the wretched ſpan ; 
WW So ſhall I mount from ſorrow free. 
And find relief and Heav'n in Thee! 


HOME. 


| AINT is my head, and ſick my heart, 
„ While Thou do'ſt ever, ever ftay ! 

= Fixtin my foul I feel the dart, 
Groaning I feel it night and day: 
Come, Lord, and ſhew thyſelf to me, 
Or take, O take me up to Thee! 


Canſt Thou with-hold thy healing grace, 
= Sokindly laviſh of thy blood; 
When {ſwiftly trickling: down thy face, 
For me the purple current flow'd ! 
Come Lord, and ſhew, &c. | 
When man was loſt, love look'd about, 
10 ſee what help in earth or sky: 
ln vain; for none appear'd without, 
The help did in thy boſom lie! 
Come, Lord, GG. 
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There lay thy ſon :. but left his reſt 
| Thraldom — mis'ry to remove 
From thoſe, who glory once poſſeſt, 
But wantonly abus'd thy love. 
Come, Lord, &. 


He came ----- O my Redeemer dear! 
And canſt Thou after this be ſtrange ? 
Nor yet within my heart appear? 
Can love like thine or fail, or change? 
Come Lord, &c, 


But if thou tarrieſt, who muſt I? 
My God, what is this world to me! 
This world of woe hence let them fly, 
The clouds that part my foul and Thee. 
Come, Lord, @&c. 


Why ſhould this weary world delight, 

Or ſenſe th'immortal ſpirit bind? 
Why ſhonld frail beauty's charms invite, 
Ihe trifling charms of womankind ? 
Come, Lord, &c. 


A ſigh thou breach'ſt into my heart, 
And earthly joys I view with ſcorn : 
Far from my foul, ye dygams depart, 
Dor mock me with your vain return! 
Come, Lord, &c. 


Sorrow and ſin, and loſs and pain 
Are all that here on earth we ſee; 

Neſtleſs we pant for eaſe in vain, 

In vain----- till eaſe we find in Thee. 

Come, Lord, Ge. 


I 2 
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| 
Idly we talk of harveſts here, 
Eternity our harveſt is?? 
Grace brings the great ſabbatick year, 
- When ripen'd into glorious BHI. 
Come, Lord, Oc. 5 


| Olooſe this frame, life's knot untie, 

4 That my free foul may uſe her wing; 
Nov pinion'd with mortality, 

I A weak, entangled, wretched thing ! 

Come, Lord, Cc. - 


| Why ſhould I longer ſtay and groan? ? 

I The moſt of me to Heav'n is fled ; 
My thoughts and joys are hither gone; ; 

| To all below I now am dead. 

Come, Lord, Cc. 


Come, deareſt Lord! my ſoul's defire 
With eager pantings gaſp for home: 
Thee, Thee my reſtleſs hopes require 
My fleſh and ſpirit bid Thee come! 
Come, Lord, and ſhew Thyſelf to me, 

or take, O rake me vp to Thee! 


Longing 


11H bending knees, and aking eyes, 
Weary and faint, to Thee my cries, 
To Thee my tears, my groans I ſend: 
OWhen ſhall my complainings end? 


Wicber'd my heart, like barren ground 
- ecur ſt of God; my head turns round, 
My throat is hoarſe: I faint, I fall, 

Vet falling ill for pity call. 


Eternal 


—_— 
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Eternal ſtreams of pity flow - RT. 
From Thee their ſource to earth below: "i 
Mothers are kind, becauſe Thou art, N 
Thy tenderneſs o 'erflows their heart. 


Lord of my ſoul, bow down thine ear, 
Hear, bowels of compaſſion hear! g 
O give not to the winds my pray'r: 

Thy name, thy hallow'd name is there! 


Look on my ſorrows, mark them well, 
The ſhame, the pangs, the fires I feel: 
Conſider, Lord; thine ear incline ! 

Thy ſon hath made my ſuff rings thine. 


ö Thou, Jeſu, on th'accurſed tree 
. Didſt bow thy dying head for me; 

Incline it now! who made the ear, 
Shall he, ſhall he forget to hear! 


5 See thy poor duſt, in pity ſee, 

4 It ſtirs, it creeps, it aims at Thee! 
Haſte, fave it from the greedy tomb! 
Come!—ev'ry atom bids Thee come. 


Tis thine to hel p! forget me not, 
O be thy mercy ne er forgot: 1 4 
Lock'd is thy ear? Yet ſtill my plea 
May ſpeed: for mercy keeps the key. 
Thou tarrieft, while J fink, I die, 
And fall to nothing, Thou on high 53 
Seeſt me undone: Yet am I ſtil'd 42 
By Thee (loſt as Lam) thy child. 
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Didſt Thou for this forſake thy throne ? 7 


' | Whereare thy antient mercies gone ? 


Why ſhould my pain my guilt furvive, 
And ſin be dead, yet forrow live? 


Yet fin is dead, and yet abide 
Thy promiſes ; they ſpeak, they chide : 
They in thy boſom pour thy tears, 
And my complaints preſent as theirs. 


Hear, Jeſu, hear my broken heart, 
Broken ſo long, that ev Ty part 
Hath got a tongue that -ne'er ſhall ceaſe, 
Till Thou pronounce © depart in honeys 


My love, my Saviour, hear my cry, 
By theſe thy feet at which I lie ; 58 
Pluck out thy dart, regard my fighs, 
Now heal my ſoul, or now. it dies. 


The Sea reh. 


HIT HER, O whither art Thou fled, 
My Seriour and my love? 
My Wa are my daily bread, 
Yet unſucceſsful prove: 
My knees on earth, on Hezw'n mine eye 
Is fix d; and yet 'the ſphere, | 
And yet the center both deny 
T par thou, my God, art thore. 


vet can I mark that herbs below 
Their fragrant gretns diſpliy, 

As if to meet Thee they did know - 
While wither'd 1 decay. 

_ | 2 [ 


Yet 
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Yet can I mark how ftars above 
With conſcious luſtre ſhine, - 


Their glories borrowing from thy love; 
While I in darkneſs pine. 


I ſent a ſigh to ſeek Thee out, 

Drawn from my heart in pain, 

Wing'dlike an arrow, but my ſcout 
KReturn'd alas! in vain. 

Another from my endleſs ſtore 

Il turned into a groan, 
Becauſe the ſearch was dumb before; 

But all alas! was one. Y 


Where is my God? what ſecret place 


Still holds, and hides Thee ful ? 
What covert dares eclipſe thy face? 


Is it thy lawful will? 

O let not that thy preſence bound; 
Rather let walls of braſs, 

Let ſeas and mountains gird Thee round, 
And | thro' all will paſs. 


Thy will ſo vaſt a diſtance is, 
Remoteſt points combine z 
Eaſt touches Weſt, compar'd to this, 
And heav'n and hell conjoin. | 
Take then theſe bars, aliefe lengths away, 
Turn and reſtore my ſoul; 
Thy love omni potent diſplay, ba 
Approach! and make me whole,” 


When Thou, my Lord, my God art ah, 
Nor life, nor death can move; 
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The glories that compoſe thy name 
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Nor deepeſt hell, nor pow'rs on high 
Can part me from thy love. | 
For as thy abſence paſſes far 
The wideſt diftance known, 
Thy preſence brings my ſoul ſo near, 
That Thou and J are one. | 


PSALM IXIII. 


| RE AT God, indulge my humble claim. 
Be Thou my hope, my joy, my reſt ; 


Stand all engag'd to make me bleſt. 


Thou great and good, thou juſt and wiſe, 
Thou art my Father, and my God; 
And J am thine by ſacred ties, 

Thy ſon, thy ſervant bought with blood, 


With heart and eyes and lifted hands 
For Thee I long, to Thee I look: 

As travellers in thirfty lands; 
Pant for the cooling water-brook. 
Ev'n life itſelf without thy love 
No lafting pleaſure can afford: v7 
Yea, t wou'd a tireſome; burden prove 
If I were baniſh'd from Thee, Lord. . 


Pl1;ft my hands, I'll raiſe my voice, 

While I have breath to pray or praiſe: 
This work ſhall make my heart rejoice, | 
And ſpend the remnant of my days. _ 


A HEI p to DEVOTION. a0 
PSALM LXXXVIII. 17 wake 


E AVM on me, O Lord thy judgments lye, 
And curſt I am ;, for God negletts my cry. 
O Lord, in darkneſs, in deſpaif I groan, 
And every place is hell; for God is gone: 
O Lord, ariſe, and let thy beams controul 
Theſe horrid clouds that — my frighted ſoul 
O rife and ſave me from eternal night! _ _ 
Thou art the God of light. 


Downward I haſten to my deſtin'd place, | 
There none obtain thy aid, none ſing thy 8 8 
Soon I ſhall lye in death's deep ocean drown'd 
Is mercy there, is ſweet forgiveneſs found? 
O ſave me yet, while on the brink 1 ſtand ; 
Rebuke theſe ſtorms, and ſet me ſafe on land: 
O make my longings and thy mercy ſure, 
Thou art the God of pow r. 


Behold, the weary prodigal is come, N 
To Thee, his hope, his harbour and his nüt "Ws 
No father can he find, no friend abroad, * 
Depriv'd of joy, and deſtitute of God. 

O let thy terrors and his anguiſh end! 

Be Thou his father, Lord, be Thou his friend; 
Receive the ſon Thou didſt ſo long reprove, 

Thou art the God of love. 


PSALM XC. 


God, our help in ages paſt, IP 
Our hope for years to come; , 
Our ſhelter from the ſtormy blaſt, 


And our eternal home. Gow 
os | | Under 


* 
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Under the ſhadow of thy throne 
Still may we dwell ſecure; 
Sufficient 1s thine arm alone, 
And our defence is ſure. y 


Before the hills in order flood, 

Or earth receiv'd her frame, 

From everlaſting Thou art God, 
To endleſs. years the fame. 


A thouſand ages in thy ſight 
Are like an evening gone 


Short as the watch that ends the night, 


Befbre the riſing ſun. 


The buſy tribes of fleſh and blood, 


With all their cares and tears; 
Are carried downward by the flood, 
And loſt in following years. 


Time, like an eyer-rolling ſtream, 
Bears all its ſons away; 

Then fly, forgotten, as a dream 
Dies as the op'ning day. 


0 God, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 

6 Thou our guard while life ſhall laſt, 
And our eternal home. 


PSALM CXXXIX. 


ORD. all [lam known is to Thee, 
L In vain my ſoul wou'd try | 
ſhun thy preſence, or to flee 
The notice of thine eye. 


— — — 36H 
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Thy all ſurrounding fight ſurveys 
My riſing and my reſt; 


My publick walks, my private ways, 
The ſecrets of my breaft. 


My thoughts lye open to Thee, Lord, 

Before they re form'd within, 

And e' er my lips pronounce the word 
Thou know'ſt the ſenſe I mean. 


O wond'rous knowledge! decy and high, 
Where can a creature hide? 

Within thy circling arms 1 lye, 
Beſet on ev'ry fide. 


So let thy grace {ſurround me ſtill, 
And like a bulwark prove; 

To guard my ſoul from ev'ry ill, 
Secur 'd by ſov'reign love. 


PANT N. 


. ORD, where ſhall guilty ſouls retire? 
Forgotten and unknown! 

In hell . meet thy vengeful fire, 
In Heav'n thy glorious throne. 


Shou d I ſuppreſs my vital breath, 
eſcape the wrath divine; 


Thy voice wou d break the bars of death, 
And make the grave re gn. 


It wing'd with beams of morning light 
| fly beyond the Weſt; 


Thy hand, which muſt ſupport wy fight, 
o d ſoon betray my reſt. 


If o'er my fins you ſeek to draw 
Ihe curtains of the night 

Thoſe flaming eyes that guard thy law, 
Wou'd turn the ſhades to light. 


The beam. of noon, the midnight hour, 
Are both alike to Thee: 


O may l ne'er provoke that pow'r, 


From which. cannot flee, 


PART III. 


W HEN I with pleaſing wonder ſtand 
| And ali my frame ſurvey; _ 
Lord 'tis thy work, I own thy hand, 

That built my humble clay. 


Thy hand my heart and reins poſſeſs'd, 
Where unborn nature grew : 


Thy wiſdom all my features trac'd, 


And all my members drew. 


Tuine eye with tender care ſuryey'd 
The growth of ev'ry part ; 

Till the whole ſcheme thy choughts had laid 
Was copy'd by thy art. 


Heav' n, earth, and ſea, and fire, and wind, 
Shew me thy wond'rous skill; 
But | review myſelt, and find 
Diviner wonders till. 


Thy awful glories round me ſhine, 
My fleſh proclaims thy praiſe: 
Lord, to thy works of nature join 
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Thy miracles of grace. 7-1 
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The Truth of God the Promiſer 5 or, the Prom 


are our Security. 


P RAISE, everlaſting praiſe, be paid 
LI To him that earth's foundation laid: 
Praiſe to the God whoſe ſtrong decrees, 


Spay the creation as he pleaſe. 


Praiſe to the goodneſs of the Lord, . 
Who rules his people by his word, 
And there, as ſtrong as his decrees, 
He ſets his kindeſt promiſes. 


Firm are the words his prophets give, 
Sweet words, on which his children live; 


Each of them is the voice of God, 


Who ſpoke, and ſpread the skies abroad. 
Each of them power ful as that ſound 


That bid the new made Heav'ns go round; 


And ſtronger than the ſolid poles, 
On which the wheel of nature rolls. 


Whence then ſhould doubts and fears ariſe ? 


Why trickling {orrows drown our eyes; 
Slowly, alas, our mind receives 
The comforts that our maker gives. 


Oh ! for a ſtrong, a laſting faith, 

To credit what th' Almighty faith 
T' embrace the meſſage of his ſon, 
And call thejoys of heav'n our own. 


Then, ſhould the earth's old pillows ſhake, 
And all the wheels of nature break ; 
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Our ſteady ſouls ſhal fear no more 
"lm {olid rocks, when billows roar. 


Our everlaſting hopes ariſe 

Above the ruinable Skies 

| Where the eternal builder reigns, 
And his own court his pow'r ſuſtains. 


A thought of Death and Glory. 


Y Soul, come, meditate the day, 
And think how near it ſtands , 
When Thou muſt quit this houſe cf clay, 
And fly to unknown lands. 


And you, mine eyes, look down and view 
The hollow gaping tomb; 

This gloomy priſon waits for you, 
Whene'er the ſummons come. 


Ohl! could we die with thoſe that die, 
And place us in their ſtead; 
Then would our ſpirits learn to fly, 
And converſe with the dead. 


Then ſhould we ſee the ſaints above, ba 
In their own glorious forms; 
And wonder why our ſouls ſhould love 
To dwell with mortal worms. 


How we ſhould (born theſe cloaths of fleſh, 
Theſe fetters, and this load; 
And long for ev'ning to undreſs, 

That we may reſt with God. 


AHL DE VO TIM 145 
We ſhould almoſt forſake our elay 
Hhefore the ſummons come, 
An pray and wiſh our ſouls away 

To their eternal home. 


God the Thunderer; — or, the laſt 
Judgment, and Hell. 
QC NG to the Lord, ye heav'nly hoſts, 
E And Thou, O earth, adore: 
Let death and hell thro? all their coaſts 
Stand trembling at his pow. 


His ſounding chariot ſhakes the sky 

He makes the clouds his thrones 
There all his ſtores of lightnings lie, 

Till vengeance darts them down. 


His noftrils breathe out fiery ſtreams, 
And from his awful tongue 

A ſov'reign voice divides the flames, 
And thunder roars along. 


- - Think, O my ſoul, the dreadful day 


When this incenſed God # 
Shall rend the sky, and burn the ſea, 
And fling his wrath abroad. 


What ſhall the wretch the finner do ? 
He once defy'd tho Lord: 

But he ſhall dread the thund'rer now, 
And link beneath his word. 1 


Iempeſts of angry fire ſhall roll 
_ To blaſt the rebel worm, 


And beat upon his naked foul 
In one eternal ſtorm, 


® o 


Deine MELODY; Or, 
A. Funeral Thought. 


ARK! from the tombs a doleful ſound * 
My ears attend the cry: 


Le living men, come view the ground 


Where vou muſt ſhortly lie. 


Princes, this clay muſt be your bed, 


In ſpite of all your tow'rs; 
The tall, the wiſe, the rev'rend head 
Muſt lie as low as ours. 


Great God, is this our certain doom ? 
And are we ſtill ſecure ? 

Still walking downwards to our tomb, 
And yet prepare no more ? 


Grant us the pow'rs of quick'ning grace, 


To fit our fouls to fly; 
Then, when we drop this dying fleſh, 
We'll riſe above the sky. 


God the Gory and the Defence s Zion. 


| H Appy the church, thou ſacred place, 


The ſeat of thy creator's grace: 
Thine holy courts are his abode. 
Thou earthly palace of our God. 


Thy walls are ſtrength, and at thy gates 
A Aen. of heav'nly warriors waits; 


Nor ſhall thy deep foundations move, 
| Fix'd on his counſels and his love. 


* 


> 


Thy foes in vain deſi gns engage, 5 
Againſt his throne rain they rage; 50 "py 
Like rifing waves with angry rar. 
That daſh and die upon che e. 


Then let our fouls 3 in Zion dwell,” : 
Nor fear the wrath of Rowe and hell: 
His arms embrace this happy ground. 3 
Like brazen bulwarks built around. * Vf 5 L init 


A Here to EYOTION. | | 1 


God is our ſhield, and God our ſung | "_ 
Swift as the fleeting moments run 3” er 
On us he ſheds new beams of grace, n bn 
And we reflect his brighreſt Praiſe. 411 4 
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The: Hope of Heaven our Supper under 
Trials on Earth. 


H EN can read my title cles.) 92 2 
To manſions in the skiess 5 

I bid farewel to ev'ry fear, | 
And wipe my weeping eyes. rim tt 


Should earth againſt my ſool engage, 
And helliſh darts be hurl'd; 8 af 

Then I can ſmile at Satan's rage, | 5 
And face a frowning 222 bios tag 


Let cares like a wild deluge come, Hf 
And ftorms of ſorrow fall; wy OL Ts 
May I but ſafely reach my home, 

ivy God, my heav'n, my all. 


ſhall | bathe my wear foul, 
e of heav'nly r reſt; 3 l 


— + 


v7 * & 
. 'S X 1 N 2 
A # 
0 . * 
1 ; 

% = 
N 

1 

CN Wo . 

— 
* . - 
* 4 - 

- 
- 


2 
1 * 


— OS — — — 


Mt 'M 01TOY 
146 Divine M ubtobr. 00. 


And not a we of cropble roll 


Acroſs my peaceful. Rreaſt. * ing 
203 10t-943- £19; | 
A Proſpect, of Heaven, e Dil 15. . 
Here is//a land of pure delight, 1 q 
Where ſaints immortal r { 


Infinite day excludes. che night, 12 


* F*? Pa } 
11 1 1 


There everlaſting ſp prin abies, 
And netaſng ri ring abi 

N Death, like a narrow ke — divides 

4 This heay nly land ot ours. 


| Sweet Felds beyond che Welling fiood 
' _ Standdreft in living gleen: h 

+ So to the ms old Canaan ſtood, r VF 
3 While Jordan roll'd between. BI | 


; But tim'rous mortals. fart and ſkri ok, MR 1 
| To croſs this narrow fea : OE: 

And linger, fhiv'ring on the brink, 
| And fear to launch away. 


k "a> 


Oh! could we make our doubts remove, 
| Theſe gloomy doubts that riſe, 
And ſee the Canaan that we love, 


With unbeclouded eyes. [ 


Could we but clinib: where Moſes Good, | Hom. 


And view the Jandskip o'er, 
Not Jordan' stream, nor death's cold flobd, 15 


Should fright v us from the more. n 
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> God's Z ernal. Dominion. 


Reat God! how infinite art Thou! 
What worthleſs worms are we! 


Let the whole race of creatures bow, 


And pay their praiſe to Thee. 


Thy throne eternal ages ſtood, 
Fer ſeas or ſtars were made; 

Thou art the ever- lying Gd. 
Were all the nations dead. 1 


Naturè and time quite naked lie, Bed 
To thine immenſe ſurvey: 1 

From the formation of the sky, Cult nt of 
To the great burning day! det? 


Eternity, with all its years, - 
Stands preſent in thy view; 
To Thee there's nothing old appeacs; 

Great God! there's nothing new. 


Our lives thro' various ſcenes are drawn, 
And vex'd with trifling cares; 

While thine eternal thought moves on, 
Thine undifturb'd affairs. 


| Great God! how infinite art Thou! 


What worthleſs worms are we! em fd. 


Let the whole race of creatures bow, 


And pay their praiſe to Thee. 7 
. . The Humtle War hip of Heaven.” ah 


Ather, I long, I fairit to ſee 
The place of thine abode; 


Up to 1 ſeat, BY £8. 
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Here I behold” thy diſtnt face, 


And tis a Frealng n dd ; 
But to abide in thine. embrace, 9211 ee e 
Is infinite delight. | 
Id part with all the joys of ene, IEC e FLA 
To gaze upon thy throne. en 
Pleaſure ſprings freſh for ever thence, _ i 


Unipeakable, unknown, 


There all the heav'nly hoſts are ſeen, 
In ſhining ranks they move; 

And drink immortal vigour in 
With wonder and with love. 


Then at thy feet with awful fear 
Th' adoring armies fall; 4 
With joy they ſhrink to nothing chere, | 
Before th. eternal All, 


There I would vie with all the hos. WS + 
In duty und in bliſs; 3117 

While leſs than nothing I could a hou, 
And vanity confeſs. 


The more thy glories ſtrike x mine eyes, 
The humbler I ſhall lie; | ede e: 
Thus while | fink, my * ſhall riſe. , * 
Unmeaſurably bigh. DE.” 2 


PSALM I XIII. Ae 3 


37 REA ans God, indulge my bumble cad; 
Be Thou my hope, my joy my reſt! 

Ahe glories that compaſe-my nam N 
Stand all engag d to inake me bleſt. 1 
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Search, 
O burſt theſe bands and {et it free. 


"A Here fo PEVVUV 9 N 


Thou great and good, Tho eg e a> 415 IA 
Thou art my father and my G 


And I am thine, by ſacred” tien e d "TN 
Thy ſon, thy ſervant bought; Sith blood. wake . 


With heart and eyes, and lifted hands, 
For Theœe I long, to Thee I look ; 

As travellers in thirſty-lands, 

Pant for the cooling water-brook. 


& UW 


_ Evnlife itſelf without thy love 


No laſting pleaſure can afford , 
Yea, 't wou'da tireſome burthen prove, 
If I were baniſh'd from Thee, Lord, 


I'll lift my hands, I'll raiſe my voice, 
While I have breath to pray or praiſe : 


This work ſhall make my heart rejoice, 


And ſpend the remnant of my days. 


Jeſus, our Support. 


Thou, to whoſe all-ſearching fi ght 
J he darkneſs ſhineth as the * 


prove my heart, it pants for Thee, 


W aſh out its ſtains, refine its droſs, 0 


Nail my affe&ions to thy croſs: 


Hallow each thought, let all within 
Be clean; as Thou my Lord, art clean. 


If in this darkſom wild I ſtray, 


B e T1 hou my light, be Thou my way : : 
No foes, no violence I fear, 


No fraud, while Thou, my God, art near. 
Was 3 | When 
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% AHzLr DEVOTION, 
When rifing floods my head o'er flow, \ 


Jeſu, thy timely aid impart, 
And raile my head, and chear my heart. 


When ſinks my heart in waves of woe: 


| Saviour, wherc'er thy ſteps I ſee, 


Dauntleſs, untir'd, 1 follow Thee: 
O let thy hand ſupport me ſtil}, 
And lead me to thy holy hill. 


If rough and thorny be my way, 


My ſtrength proportion to my day: 


Till toil, and grief, and pain ſhall ceaſe, 


Where all is calm, and joy, and peace. 


God, our Re ſuge in Diſtreſs. 
' A LL glory to th eternal Three, 
Of light and love th' unfathom d ſea ! 
W hoſe boundleſs pow'r, whoſe ſaving grace 


Relie vd me in my deep diſtreſs. . 


Still, Lord, from thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
Pure bleſſing and falvation ſhow'r ; 
Till earth I leave, and ſoar away, 

To regions of unclouded day. 

My heart from all pollution clean, 

O purge it, tho' with grief and pain: 
To Thee, lo! I my all reſign, 

Thine be my ſoul, my will be thine. 
O guide me, lead me in thy ways, 


is thine the ſinking hand to raiſe: 


Dead to all creatures may I be, 


Do Thou $ rt the feeble knee. 
* | | 0 Fathes 


= 


Divine MELODY; Or, 51 


O father, ſanctify chis poin, „ 
Nor let one tear be ſhed in anna 
Soften, yet arm my breaſt: no fear. 1 * 


No wrath, but love alone de e there. ke of; avis 295 


O leave me not, caſt me not away, 


In fierce temptations dreadulday:: - 
Speak but the word; inſtant ſhall 2 | 
'The ſtorm, and all my ſoul be peace, [' | was 


PSALM | LXXXVITE. 0 VT 


Eavy on me, O- Lord, thy judgments lie, 

And curſt I am, for God ne lects my cry: * 
OLord, in darkneſs, in deſpair . groan,” ** 74 
And every place is hell: for God is gone: 2 3 tA 
O Lord, ariſe, and let thy beams controul « 7 
Theſe horrid clouds that preſs my frighted bu; 137 


O riſe and ſave me from eternal night, i TY 
Thou art the God of r 5 

Downward I haſten to my deſtin'd place, aa | 

There none obtain thy aid, none gt Ry praiſe; A 


Soon | ſhall lye in death's deep ocean drown'd, U 
Is mercy there? is ſweet forgjvenels foumd ? 450 — 
O fave me yet, while on the brink I ſtand, 5 LOH 
Rebuke theſe ſtorms and ſet me ſafe on land. 
O make my longingsand thy mercy fue 3 1 67] ie 

Thou art the God of pow' r. SORE 


Behold, the weary prodigal is come 1 
To Thee, his hope, his harbour and his home; $i 


Lo father can he find, no friend abroad, 2 OL 


Depriv'd of; Joy) and deftiture af Gal.) 14A 
| N * 1 4 = $4, 


4 C , 
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The Love of God. 


HOU hidden love of God, whoſe height, 
Whoſe depth unfathom'd no man bod 
I ſee from far thy beauteous light, 
Inly 1 figh for thy repoſe. 


My heart i is pain d, nor can it be Si 
At reſt, till it finds reſt in Thee. 7 8 
And fain I wou'd, but tho' my will 0 
I; Be fixt, yet wide my paſſions rove. 

Vet hindrances ftrew all the way, 
T aim at Thee; yet from Thee ſtray. 


"Tis mercy all, that Thou haſt brought, 

My mind to ſeek her peace in Thee; 

| |} Yet while. I ſee, but find Thee not, 
Doc peace my wandring ſoul ſhall ſee: 

O when {hall all my wandrings end, 

And all my fteps to Thee-ward tende 


Is there a thing beneath the ſun, 
That ſtrives with me thy hear to ſnare? 
Ah tear it thence, that Thou alone 
[May & reign unrival'd monarch there. 
From carthly loves 1 muſt be free, 

. e r can find repoſe in Thee. 


1 0 hide this ſelf from me, that! 
No more, but Chriſt may in me live! 


My 


A HE 66 DEVOTION * 


I 592 1 


My vile affections crucify; 4 eg nnd 1179 bali 

Nor let one darling luſt 4 C40 7 G 

In all things nothing may I ſee, 3 
Nothing deſire or ſeek but hee. ae 

O love, thy ſov'reign aid impart, 5 ot 
| To fave me from low-thoughted care; 70 
Chaſe this ſelf-will thro” all my heart, Fe 
Thro' all its latent mazes there. e 
Make me thy duteous child, that I  _. 
Ceaſeleſs may Abba father cry. NT... 
Ah, no, ne'er will I backwrrd turn; > 4 577 

Thine wholly thine alone Iam . 


Thrice happy he, who views with ſcorn. 2 2 
Earth's toys for Thee his conſtant fla me. 
O help, that I may never move 
From the bleſt foot- ſteps of thy love. . 9990 


Each moment draw my heart away, | 
From eacth, that lowly waits thy call: 
Speak to my inmoſt foul, and ſay 
I am thy low, thy God thy all; 3 
To feel thy pow r, to hear thy voice, 
To taſte thy love is all my choice. 


Is ' 5 IF 


Ti fe and Eternity. 


HE E, we adore, eternal name, a 
And humbly bow to Thee; 3 

How feeble is our mortal frame, . 
What dying worms we be! 


Our waſting lives grow ſhorter till, 
As months and days increaſe z 


* 
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And ew'ry beating pulſe we del. 
Leaves but the number leſs. | 


[| The year rolls round, and ſteals away 
| I he breath that firſt it gave; 
Whate' er we do, where'er we be, 
We're travelling to the graye. 


|| ' Dangers ſtand thick thro? all the ground, 


! 
; 


| | To puſh us to the tomb; 
And fierce diſcaſes wait around 
To hurry mortals home. 


Great God! on what a ſlender thread 


Hang everlaſting things; 


| | Theternal ſtates ot all he dead 


1 3 Upon life's feeble ſtrings ! 


F 


Or endleſs joy, or endleſs woe, 


[i | Attends on ev'ry breath; 
FE | 


And yet how unconcern'd we go, 
Upon the brink of death. 


Waken, O Lord, our drowſy. ſenſe, 
To walk this dang” rous road. 

And if our ſouls are hurried hence, 
May we be found with God. 


A Sinner's Seb. 


Look not, Lord, on my deſert, 
But on thy glory; ; for Thou alt 

The mighty God, {a weak worm! 
Deſtroy me not, but O reform. 


Put me not to eternal ſhame, 
 Lnfaithiul ſteward as Tam: 


| Py * Divexe MEL OD Y 07. ; 
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There 


Ang er EY 


1 have conſum'd thy goods, yet G 
Thy mercy, not thy vengoince ſhow.” 


suffer not an Egyptian Z >. 
To cover me: tho" long ahy light 33 

I have deſpis d, yet 'gainſt vileclay © 

Do not almi ght y pow'r diſplay. 


God of compaſſions, Lord of love, 

The vials of thy wrath remove! 
Look where th' atoning blood doth ſtand, 
And quench thy wrath, and ſtay thy hand. 


Thou art both judge and ſaviour, Lord!“ 

Both life and death attend thy word: 

O hear, O ſpare me! O forgive 
Once more, and yet my ſoul ſhall live. 


Complaining of Spiritual Sloth. 


Y drowſy powers, why fleep ye fo Frege 
4 Awake my lluggiſh ſoul, 5 
Nothing has half thy Work fo do, 
Yet nothing's half ſo dull. 


Go to the ants for one poor grain! 
See how they toil and ſtrive j 
Let we, who have a heav'n t' obtain, 
| How negligent we live? 


* We, for whoſe ſake all nature fands;-- -- ©: 185, 
And ftars their courſes move: 
. We för whoſe guards the A bands 
Come flying from above. | 


i 
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Ho careleſ- to ſeeure that „ 
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— God the ſame came ben, 


* * 
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And labour d for o our go:? 


He purchas' d with his blood. 7 


| | Lord, ſhall we lye uo maggi Kill, 2 D caged 


And never att our parts 


Come, holy Dove, from th' heav'nly kill, 
And warm our frozen hearts. 


Give us with active warmth to move, 
With vag'rous ſouls to riſe! 

With hands of faith, and wings of love 
To fly and take the Prize. 


EY Morning Hymn. 


WAKE, my ſoul, and with the ſun, 
Thy daily ſtage of duty run 


Wl Shake off dull ſloth, and joytul riſe, 


To pay thy morning ſacrifice. 


Thy precious time, miſ-ſpent, redeem; 
Each preſent day' thy laſt eſteem z 
Improve thy talent with due care, 
For the great day thyſelf prepare. 


In converſation be ſincere, 
Keep conſcience, as the noon-tide, clear; 3 
Think how all-ſeeing God thy ways, 


And all thy ſecret thoughts ſurveys. 


By influence of the light divine, 
Let thy own light to others ſh ine; | 
333 Reflect 


4 11199 fo pe o fon. 


Reflect all heay'n's propitious rayßs, ©! 191 

In ardent love, and che t praiſe. * 27 201 2088 
Wake, and lift up thyſelf my. heart, * n 04 
And with the angels bear thy part; Yn 9'pquda 
Who all night long unwearied ling, wh jm bnd? 
High praiſe to the eternal King. 
Awake, awake, ye heav'nly choir,” 205 PRoiia 
May your devotion me inſpire; * b 
That I, like you, my age may fpend,!" tf 
Like you, may on my God attend. * Fa | nf 2 


May I, like you, in God delight, e Aken 
Have all day long my God in fightz © : 
Perform, like you, my Maker's will; ' Tre DUR 
O may I never more do ill! 1 24488 


Had I your wings, to heav'n I'd fly ; 
But God ſhall that defect ſupply, | 
And my foul, wing'd with warm deſire, : » 


Shall all Ne jong to heay'n aſpire. 


Al praiſe to Thee, who fafe haſt kept, 
And haſt refreſh'd me, whilſt I ſlept; 

Grant, Lord, when 1 from death ſhall me, 7 
I may of endleſs Tight partes: ”: 


I would not wake; nor riſe again, 
Ev'n heav'n itſelf I would enjoy, 
Wer't not thou there to be enjoy'd 22957 


And I in hymns to be employ'd. | 4 od L 


Heav'n is, dear Lord, whereer thou art, 178 
0 never then from me depart ; 


4:3 
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For to my ſoul, His hell to be 
But for one — nt t Foid of Thee. 


Lord, 1 my vg g. thee chew. | 
Diſperſe my A 565 F g dew; 

Guard my A gs of | thooght and and will, 
And with Thyſe 1 my Spirit fl 


Direct, controul,. ſoagelt, this day, 

All I defign, or do, or ſay, 
That all my. pw rs, with all cheir might, 
In Thy ſole glory may unite. © 


Praiſe God, from Rhe Il bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe him, all, ctcatur es fe re below, | 
Praiſe him above, y& heav nly hoſt, 

Praiſe Father, Lon, and Holy Ghoſt. 


An, Evening Hym. ' | x 5 


LL. praiſe to Thee, my God, this night, 
For all the pleſſings of e light: 

Keep me, O keep me, king of kings, 

Beneath thy own almighty wings. 


Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear ſon, 
The ill that I this day have done; 
That with the world, myſelf, and Thee, | 


1, Cer I ſleep, at peace may be. e 


Teach me to live, that Imay dread, 


The grave as little as my bed; : 
To die, that this vile body may IO 


Riſe glorious at the aol ON ot 


3 w'4$ * 
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O may my ſoul on thee repoſe, 3rl va 
And may ſweet ſleep mine ee lde cloſes | + ba & 
Sleep, that maytme more vig ee m n 10 


To ſerve my God, when I awake. 02 e 
When in the night Ifleepleſs lie, ina 
My foul with heay'nly eker; 1 vtied 
Let no ill dreams diſturb my reſt,- I StisrT 


No pow'rs of darkneis me moleſt.” . un Ae 


Dull ſleep! of ſenſe me to deprive, 
I am but half my time alive; 


Thy faithful lovers, Lord, are . if 
To lie ſo long of thee bereav'd.; 4 4 #1 
LOT * 


But tho? fleep-o'er my frailty reigns; | N 
Let it not hold me long in chains; m_ ak 
And now and then let looſe my heart, 


*Till it an Hallelujah dart. 17 eee ee 
The faſter ſleep che ſenſes e 1 apt 25 
The more unfetter'd are our minds; 4757 1 
O may my ſoul, from matter free, 3 
Thy lovelineſs unclouded ſee ! 17 9 
O when ſhall I, in endleſs day, mp aA 
For ever chaſe dark ſleep away, > wot 
And hymns, with the ſupernal r ; 


Inceſſant fing, and never tire 


O may my guardian, while 1 deep, 
Cloſe to my bed his vigils keep; 2 5709 
His love angelical inſtil, 6110 
Stap all the wens of l. i EN en 


bl [Fo y60  * Dione MELODY; On. 

May he celeſtial joys rehearſe, 4 vim O 
And thought to thought wich me converſes, |; + 
Or, in my ſtead, all the night lonſg, 


Sing ro my God. aigrateful ſong. A 971 91 01 
Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſings flow, 


a Od, tro rd % 
Praiſe him, all creatures here below, - 
Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 1 ct 39.14 
Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt. 

A Midnig bt UDym n. 


| God, now I from ſleep awake, 
The ſole poſſeſſion of nie take: 

From midnight terrors me ſecure, 

And guard my heart from thoughts impurt. © A 


Bleſs d angels, while we ſilent lic, 


Vou Hallelujahs ſing on hig gn 15 = 

Lou joyful hymn the Ever-bleſ t.. 
Before the throne, and never. reſt. iT 
I with your choir celeſtial join, em 91 
In offering up à hymn divine 
With you in heav'n I hope to'dwell, ©: i 
And bid the night and world farewell. 5 
My ſoul, when I ſhake off this duſt, 2 707 
Lord, in thy arms I will intruſt: 1 7 fo rA 
O make me thy peculiar care, + bang! 


Some manſion for my ſoul prepare ! 
C4: TY" A , 1 


Give me a place at thy ſaints fee, 
Or ſome fall 'n angel's vacant. feat; t:: 
1.17 ſtrive to ſing as loud as they Is 8 
„Who fit above in brighter day. | 
Ha | O may 


AHT T 0 DEVOTION. . 


O may 1 always ready ſtand 
With my lamp burning in my hand; 
May I in ght of heavn rejoice, 
Whene er 1 hear the bridegroom's voice. 


All praiſe to Thee, in light array'd, 


Who light thy dwelling-place haft Lode * 


A boundleſs ocean of bright beams _ 
From thy all-glorious god-head ſtreams. 


The ſun, in its meridian height, 
Is very darkneſs in thy fight: 
My ſonal, O lighten, and enflame, 
With chought and love of thy great name. 


Bleſs'd Jeſu, Thou on heav'n intent, 
Whole nights haſt in devotion ſpent, 
But I, frail creature, ſoon am tar'd, 
And all my zeal is toon expir d. 


My ſoul, how canſt Thou weary grow, 
Of antedating bliſs below : 


In facred hymns, and heav'nly love, 
Which will eternal be above. 


Shine on me, Lord! new life moart, 
Freſh ardvrs kindle in my heart; 

One ray of thy all- quick'ning light, 
Diſpels the floth and clouds of night. 


Lord, leſt che tempter me ſurprize, 
Watch over thine own ſacrifice; 
All looſe, all idle thoughts caſt out, 
And make my very dreams devour. 


L 
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jþ [ +162 Divine MELODY; Or, © 
1 Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſing; now, 


Praiſe him all creatures here bei: 3 
Praiſe him above, ye heavnly t:5it, 


FPraiſe father, Son, and Holy Ghouit. - 


God only to be feared. 


Hall I, for fear of feeble man, 
hy ſpirit's courſe in me reſtrain 5 
On undi may'd in deed and woid, 
Be a true wieneſs to my lord. 
Aw'd by a mortal's frown, ſnhall ! 
Conceai the word of God moſt hi gh? 


How then before Thee ſhall : phony 
To ſtand, or how thy anger bear? 


Shall 1, to ſooth th unholy throng, 


Soften chy truths, and ſmooth my tongue? 


To gain carth's gilded toys, or flee, 
The croſs endur'd, my God, by : hee. 


What then is he, who's ſcorn 1 dread? 
Whoſe wrath or "hate makes me afraid? 
A man! an heir of death! a ſlave 

To ſin! a bubble on the wave! 


Yea let man rage ! ſince Thou wilt ſpread 
Thy ihadowing wings around my head: 
Since in all pain thy tender love 

Will ſtill my tweet refreſhment prove 


Saviour of men thy ſearchiug eye 


TN Does all my inmoſt thoughts deſcry: 


Doth 


A HA to DEVOTION. 
Doth ought on earth my wiſhes raiſe, 
Or the woild s fayonr, or its praiſe? 


The love of Shri, does me conſtrain, 

To ſeek the wandring ſouls of men; 1 
With cries intreaties, tears to ſave, 

To ſnatch them from the gaping ore: 


For this let men revile my name, 
No croſs I ſhun, I fear no ime ; ; 
All hail, reproach, and welcome pain! 
Only thy terrors, Lord, reftrain. 


My life, my blood, | here preſent, 
If for thy truth they may be {pent ; 
Fulfil thy ſov'reign counſel, Lord! 
Thy will be done thy name ador'd. 


Give me my ſtrength, O God of pow r, 
Then let winds blow or thunders roar; - 
Lew faithful witneſs will be 
11s fax'd! 1 can do all thro? Thee. 


Submiſſ on. 


Ur that Thou art my wiſdom, Lord} | 
And both my eyes are thine ; 
My foul wou'd be extreamly ſtir'd, 

At miſſing my dehgn. © 


Were it not better to beſtow | 
Some place or pow'r on me? 

Then ſhould thy praiſes 2 me en 
And ſhare in my degree. 


2 k.- 
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bat while I thus diſpute and grieve, 


I do reſume my ſight ; 
And pilf*ring what 1 once did give, 
Diſſeize I hee of thy right. 


How know I, if thou ſnoud'ſt me raiſe, 
That I ſhou'd then raiſe Thee ? 
* my wiſhes and thy praiſe 
Do not ſo well agree. 


| Therefore unto my gift I ſtand, 


I I will no more adviſe: 
Only do T hou lend me a hand, 
Since Thou haft both mine eyes. 


The 7 riumpb of Faith: or, Chriſt 1 
unc hangeable Law, 


W H O ſhall the Lord's eleft condemn ? 
Tis God that juſt fies their ſouls, 
And mercy like a mighty ſtream 

O'er all their fins divinely rolls. 


Who ſhall adjudge the ſaints to hell? 


'Tis Chriſt that ſuffer d in their ſtead ; 5 
And the ſalvation to fulfll, 
Behold him riſing fron the dead. 


He lives, he lives. and fits above, 
For ever interceeding there 

Who thall divide us from his love, 
Or what ſhould tempt ns to deſpair ? 


Shall perſecution, or diftreſs, 


Lamine, or ſword, or nakedneſs ? 
He that 
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A Hxtv tro DEVOTION. | 
He that hath lov'd us bears us thro', - 
And makes us more than conqu'rors too. 


Faith hath an over-coming pow'r, 
It triumphs in the dying hour; 
Chriſt is our life, our joy our hope, 
Nor can we link wich ſuch a prop. 


Notall that men on earth can do, 

Nor pow'rs on high, nor pow'rs below, 
Shall cauſe his mercy to remove, 

Or wean out hearts frow Chriſt remove. 


Our own weakneſs, and Chrift our Strength. 


E T me but hear my Saviour ſay, 

Strength ſhall be equal to thy day; 
Then I rejoice in deep diſtreſs, 
Leaning on all- fufficieut grace. 


I glory in infirmity: 

That Chriſt's own pow'r may reſt on me; 
When Jam weak, then am I ftrong, 
Grace is my ſhield, and Chriſt my ſong. 


I can do all things, or can bear 

All ſutf*rings, if my Lord be there; 
Sweet x leatures mingle with the pains, 
V hile his left-hand my head ſuſtains, 


But if the Lord be once withdrawn, 

And we attempt the work alone ; 

When new temptations ſpring and riſc, 
We find how great our weakneſs is. 


L 3 


So Sampſon, when his hair was loft, 

Met the Philiſtines to his coſt; 1 

© Shook his vain limbs with fad "Ev Ze, 
Made feeble bght, and loſt his eyes. 


Hoſanna to Griſt, 


Oſanna to the royal ſon 
Of David's antient line, 
His nature's two, his perſon one, 
Myſterious and divine. 


The root of David here we find, 
And off-ipring is the {ame ; 
Eternity and time are join'd 
In our Emunuel's name. 


Bleſt he that, comes to wretched men 

With peaceful news from heavn 3 
Bolannas in the higheſt ſtrain 

To Chriſt the Lord be giv It, © ap 


Let mortals acer refule to takg 
|. Th Hoſanna on their tongues, 
L eſt Rocks and ſtones ſhould riſe, and break 


Their ſilence into ſongs. 


Vi Gory over Death. 
O For an over-coming faith 


To chear my dying hours, 
To triumph o'er the monfter death, 


And all his fr3 ghtful pow'rs' 


> 
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Joyful | 


A HEP DEVOTION 


Joyful with all the ſtrength I have, 
My quiv'ring lips ſhould ſing, 

Where is thy boaſted victory, grave? 
And where the monſter's ſting ? 


Tf fin be paadon'd I'm ſecure, 
Death hath no ſting beſide z 

The law gives {in its damning pow'r, 
But Chriſt, my ranſom, dy d. 


Now to the God of victory 
Immortal thanks be paid; 

Who makes ns conqu rors while we die, 
Through Chriſt our living head, 


Bleſſed are the Dead that die in the Lord. 


H- A R what the Voice from Keay'n proclaims 


For all the pious Dead; 
Sweet is the lavour of their names, 
And ſoft their ſleeping bed. 


They die in Jeſus, and are bleſt, 
Ho kind their ſlumbers are! 

From luif rings and from fins releas'd, 
And free d from ev ry inace, 
Far from this world of toil and ftrife, - 
They're preſent with the Lord; 


The labours of their mortal life 
End in a large reward. | 
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The Song of Simeon: or, Death made deſirable. 


ORD, atthy temple we appear, 
As happy Simeon came, 

And hope to meet our Saviour here, 

O make our joys the ſame. | 


With what divine and vaſt delight 
The good old man was fill d; 
When fondly in his wither'd arms 


* 


| 


He claſp'd the holy child. 43 T 
No I can leave this world, he cry'd, | 3 
Behold thy ſervant dies; Un 
I've ſeen thy great ſalvation, Lord, 
And cloſe my peaceful eyes. 


This is the light prepar d to ſhine, 
Upon the Gentile lands, 
Thine Jſrgef's glory, and their hope, 
To break their flaviſh bands. 


Hathover-pow'ring charms; . 
| Scarce ſhall I feel! deaths cold embrace, 
If Chriſt be in my arms. 95 


| 
| Then while ye hear my heart-ftrings break, 


Jeſus, the viſion of thy face 


How ſweet my minutes rod! ! 
A m p' paleneſs on my cheek, ' 
A | 


glory in my ſoul. 
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: A Wake my heart, arif emy tongue, 
Prepare a tuneful voice; 

In God the life of all my joys 

Aloud will I rejoice, 


Tris he adorn'd my naked ſoul, 
And made ſalvation mine; 
Upon a poor polluted worm 
He makes his graces ſhine. 


And left the ſhadow of a ſpot 
Should on my ſoul be found, 

He took the robe the Saviour wrought, 
And caſt 3 it all around. 


Ho far the heavnty robe exceeds, 
What earthly Princes wear! 

TT heſe ornaments, how bright they ſhine! 
Ho white the garments are! 


The Spirit wrought my faith and love, 
And hope. and ev ry grace, 

Hut Jeſus ſpent his life to work 

The robe of righteonineſs. 


Strangely, my ſoul, art chou array 4 

By the great ſacred Three: P 
Wn ſweeteſt Harmony of praiſe 5 
N Let all thy pow'rs agree. 


Divint M E L OD Y; o 


o., what a Nöribts geht appears 
4 To our believing eyes! 
The earth and ſeas are paſt away, 
And the old rolling skies. 


From the third heav'n where God reſides, 
That holy, happy place, 

The new geruſalem comes down 
Adorn'd with ſhining grace. 


Attending angels ſhout for Joy, 
And the brightarmies ling 

Mortais, behold the ſacred ſeat 
Of your deſcending king. 


The God of glory down to men 
Removes his bleſt abode ; - 

Men, the dear objects of his grace, 
And he the loving 0d. 


His own ſoft hand ſhall wipe the Tears 
From ev'ry weeping eye, 

And pains, and groans, and griefs, and fears, 
And death itſelf ſhall die. 


How long, dear Savour, oh how long, 
Shall this bright hour delay ? 

Fly ſwifter round, ye wheels of time, 
And bring the welcome day, 


The rich Sinner dying, 


N vain the wealthy mortals toil, 

* And heap their ſhining duſt in vain, 
Look down and ſcorn the humble poor, 
And boaſt their lofty hills of gain. 


heir golden cordials cannot eaſe 
Their pained hearts or aching heads; 


Nor fright, nor bribe approaching death, 
4 From glittering roofs and downy beds. 
F he lingring, the unwilling ſoul 

The diſmal ſummons muſt obey, 


And bid a long, a jad farewel, 
Fro the pale lump of lifeleſs clay. 


hence they are huddled to the grave, 
here kings and ſlaves have equal thrones 
heir bones without diffinction he 


Amongſt che heap of meaner bones. 


A Jiſion of the Lamh. 


L L mortal vanities be gone, 
Nor tempt my eyes, nor tire my ears; 


f Behold amidſt th' eternal throne 


A viſion of the Lamb appears. 


Glory his fleecy robe adorns, 
Marl d with the bloody death he bore 3 ; 
ern are his eyes, and ſev'n his horns, 


10 ſpeak his wildom and his pow. 
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172 Divine MELODY; Or, © 
Lo, he receives a ſcaled book 
From him that fits upon the throne ; 
Jeſus, my Lord, prevails to look 

On dark decrees, and things unknown. 


All the aſſembling ſaints around 

Fall worſhipping before the Lamb: 

And in new ſongs of goſpel- ſound 

Addreſs their honours to his name. st 


The joy, the ſhout, the harmony 

Flies o'er the everlaſting hills; 

Worthy art Thou alone (they cry) E 
Jo read the book, to lote the ſeals. 'B 


Our voices join the heav'nly ſtrain, 
And with tranſporting pleaſure ling : 
Worthy the Lamb that once was ſlain, 
Io be our teacher and our king. 


His words of prophecy reveal 


* Eternal counſels, deep deſigns 3 
His grace and vengeance ſhall tulfil 


The peaceful and the dreadful lines. | 1 L 
Thou haſt redcem'd our ſouls from hell 


TI 


\\ ith thine invaluable blood ; 
And wretches that did once rebel, 
Are now made fav'rites of their God. 


Worthy for ever is the Lord, 

1 hat dy'd for treaſons not his own, 

By evry tongue to be ador'd, 
And dwellupon his father's thrope. 


A a. EL V fo DEVOTION. 
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Throw away thy rod 
5 0 O throw away thy wrath! 
My gracious Saviour and my God, 
O take the gentle path. 


Thou ſeeſt, my heart's defire 
Still unto Thee is bent: 
still does my longing ſoul aſpire 
To an entire conſent. 


Not ev'en a word, or look 
Do l approve or own, 
But by the model of thy book; 
Thy ſacred book alone, 


Altho' I fail, I weep 

8 Alcho I halt in Pace, 1 
vet {till wich trembling ſteps I creep, 
© Unto the throne of grace. 


O then let wrath remove, 

For love will do the deed ; 

Y Love will the conqueſt gain ; with love 
5 Ev n ſtony hearts will bleed. 


For love is ſwift of foot, 
Cove is a man of war, 
Love can reſiſtleſs arrows ſhoot, 
| And hit the mark from far. 


Who can eſcape his bow ? 
That which bach wrought on Thee, 
bi Which brought the King of glory low, 
1 Muſt ſurely work on me. 
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is mercy all, that Thou haſt brought 
Vet while | {cek, but find Thee not, 


O throw away thy rod; 

What tho* man frailties hath , 
Thou art my Saviour and my God; 

O throw away thy wrath. 


Divine Love. 


| HO V hidden love of God, whoſe height, 
W hoſe depth unfathom'd no man knows, 
I ſee from far thy beauteous ight; = 
Inly I ſigh for thy repoſe. 
My heart 1s pain'd, nor can it be 
At reſt, till it finds reit in Thee. 


Thy ſecret voice invites me ſtill, 

The {weetneis of thy yoke to prove; 
And fain I would; but tho' I will _ 
Be fixt, yet wide my paſſions rove. 
Yet hindrances ftrew all the way, 
Iaim at Thee, yer from Thee ſtray, 


My mind to ſeek her peace in Thee, 


No peace my wandring ſoul ſhall ſee. 
O when ſhall all my wandring end, 
And all my ſteps to Thee-ward tend? 


Is there a thing beneath the ſun, _ 15 ; 
That ſtrives with hee my heart to ſhare? | | 
Ah tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of ev'ry motion there: 
Then ſhall my heart from earth be free, 
When it has found repole 1 in Thee. 


y eaſeleſs may Abba, tather, oy. 


Ah no! ne'er will ! backward turn : 


) hide this ſelf from me, that l | 
No more, but Chriſt in me may live; 
y vile affections crucify, | 

Nor let one darling luſt ſurvive. 

In all things nothing may! ſee, 

othing deſire, or ſeek but Thee. 


D love! thy ſov'reign aid impart, 


Jo fave me from low-thoughted care; 
haſe this ſelf- will thro” all my heart, 
Thro' all it's latent mazes ther e. 

ake me thy duteous child, that I 


Thine wholly, thine alone I am ! 


Ehrice happy he, who views with ſcorn 


Earth's toys for Thee his conſtant flame: 


1 © help that I may never move 
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From che bleſt foot · ſteps of thy love. 


Fach moment drawn from earth away. 
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My heart, that lowly waits thy call; 
ie to my inmoſt ſoul, and jay 
Jam thy love, thy God, thy all; 


To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, 
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Fo taſte thy love, is all my choice. 


Recovery Bos Sichneſs. 


＋ Face, flutt' ring ſoul, the ſtorm is o'er 
Ended at laſt the doubtleſs ſtrife; 
pins now, the cauſe explore 

Ihat bound Thee to a wretched life. 
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Vben on the margin of the grave, 
Why did I doubt my Saviour's art z 


Ah! why miſtruſt nis will to ſave? 
What meant that fault'ring of my heart! 


Twas not the ſearching pain within 
That fill d my coward fleſh with fear; 
Nor conſcience of uncanceſd fin, 
Nor ſenſe of diſſolution near. 


= Of hope I felt no joyful ground, 

& The fcuit of righteouſneſs alone 

Naked of Chriſt my ſor. I found, 
And ſtarted from a God unknown. 


* 


Corrupt my wit, nor half ſubdu d. 
Could 1 his purer preſence bear; 
Unchang d, unhallow'd, unrenew d. N 
Could | before his face appear. 
Father of mercies, hear my call! 
i E re yet returns the fatal hour? f 
ERepair my loſs, retrieve my fall, 
i And raiſe me by thy quick'ning pow'r. 


My nature re-exchange for thine ; = - 
Be 1 hou my life, my hope, my gam; x 

Arm me in panoply divine, | 
And death ſhall thake his dart in vain. 


When | thy promis d Chriſt have ſeen, 
And claſp'd him in my foul's embrace ; 

Poſſeſt of my falvation, Then 

1 ken, let me, Lord, depart in peace. 


FR 


fer 


| Aſter a Recovery from Sickneſs. 


ND live I yet by pow'r divine? 
And have Iſtill my cour ſe to run? 
Again brought back in its decline 
The ſhadow of my parting ſun? 


Wondring I ask, Is this the breaſt 
Struggling ſo late and torn with pain! 
Ihe eyes that upward look'd for reſt, 
And dropt their weary lids again! 


The recent horrors ſtill appear: 
O may they never ceaſe to awe ! 

Still be the king of terrors near, 
Whom late in all his pomp I ſaw. 


Torture and fin prepar'd his way, 
And pointed to a yawning tomb; 

Darknels behind eclips'd the day,  _ 
And check'd my forward hopes of home. 


My feeble fleſh refus'd to bear 
Its ſtrong redoubled agonies : 

When mercy heard my ſpeechleſs pray'r, 
And ſaw me faintly gaſp tor eaſe. 


Jeſus to my deliv'rance flew, 


Where ſunk in mortal pangs I lay: 
Pale death his antient conq'ror knew, 
And trembled, and ungraſp'd his prey! 


The fever turn'd its backward courſe, 
Arreſted by almighty pow'r 3 

Sudden expir'd its fiery force, 
And anguiſh gnaw'd me ſide no more, 
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God of my life, what juſt return \ 
Can ſinful duſt and aſnes give? 

T only live my fin to mourn, 4 
Jo love my God Lonly live! | 

To Thee, benign and faving power, C 
I confecrate my lengthen'd days ;/ = 

While mark d with bleſſings, ev'ry hour = B 
Shall ſpeak thy co-extended praiſe. 

How ſhall I teach the world to love, P 
Unchang'd myſelf, unloos'd my Tongue ? 4 

Give me the pow of faith to prove, 11 


And mercy ſhall be all my ſong. 


Be all my added lite employ'd 
Thy image in my ſoul to ſee : 

Fill with thyſelf the mighty void; 
Enlarge my heart to compaſs Thee! . 
O give me, Saviour, give me more! 
wr Thy mercies to my ſoul reveal: 

Alas! I fee their endleſs ſtore, 
Let O! I cannot, cannot feel! 


The bleſſing of thy love beſtow : 

For this my cries ſhall never fail; 
Wreſtling I will not let Thee go, 

L will not, till my ſuit prevail. 

P11} weary Thee with my complaint; 

0 Here at thy feet for ever lie, | | 
Wich longing fick, with groaning faint : 
 O give me love, or elſe 1die! EE 
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Without this beſt, dirinelk grace, 


*Tis death, tis worſe than death to live; z 
Tis hell to want thy bliſsful face, 
And ſaints in Thee their heav'n receive. 


Come then, my hope, my life, my Lord 
And fix in me thy laſting home; 
Be mindful of thy gracious word, 

Thou with thy promis'd father, come. 


pre pare, and then poſſeſs my heart, 
O take me, ſeize me from above: 
Thee do J love, for God Thou art, 
Thee do I EY far God is love 


Hope of Heawen by the ReſurreBion 

of Chriſt. 

Left be the everlaſting God, 
The Father of our Lord; 

Be his abounding mercy prais'd 
His majeſty ador'd. 


When from the dead he raisd his ſon. 
And cail'd him to the sky; 


He gave our ſouls a lively hope, 
I hat they ſhould never die. 


W hat tho' our inbred fins re | 
Our fleth to ſee the duſt, 


Yet as the Lord our Saviour roſe, 
Do all his followers muſt. 


There” san inheritance divine 
© Reſery'd againſt that day; 
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*Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd, 
And cannot waſte away. 


Saints by the pow'r of God are kept, 
Till the ſalvation come 

We walk by faith as ſtrangers here, 
Till Chriſt ſhall call us home. 


Aſſurance of Heaven ;, or a Saint prepar'd to die. 


|} Eath may diſſolve my body now, 
And bear my body home ; 

Why do my minutes move ſo flow, 
Nor my ſalvat ion come! 


With heav'nly weapons I have fought 
The battles of the Lord; 

Finiſh'd my courſe, and kept the faith, 
And wait the ſure reward, | 


God has laid up in Heaven for me 
A crown which cannot fade; 
The righteous judge at that great day, 
Shall place it on my head. 


Nor hath the king of grace decreed, 
This prize for me alone; 

But all that love, and long to ſee 
Th' appearance of his jon. 


Jeſu the Lord ſhall guard me ſafe 

From ev'ry ill deſign; 

And to his heav'nly kingdom keep 
This feeble ſoul of mine. 
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God is my everlaſting aid, 
And hell ſhall rage in vain 
To him be higheſt glory paid, 
And endleſs praiſe. Amen. 


"God's Eternal Dominion. 


Reat God! how infinite art Thou, 
1 What worthleſs worms are we? 
Let the whole race of creatures bow, 
And pay their praiſe to Thee. 


Thy throne eternal ages ſtood, 
E' re ſeas or ſtars were wade 5 

Thou art the ever- living God, 
Were all the nations dead. 


Nature and time quite naked lie 

To thine immenſe ſurvey ; 
{ From the formation of the sky, 
| To the great burning-day. 


Eternity, with all its years, 
{ Stands preſent in thy view ; _ 
To Thee there's nothing old appears, 
| Great God! there's nothing new. 


Our lives thro' various ſcenes are drawn, 
And vex'd with tri ling cares 
| While thine eternal thought moves on, 
Thine undiſturb d affairs. 


| Great God! how infinite art Thon | 
x What worthleſs worms are we! 
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| Let the whole race of creatures bow, 
| And pay their praiſe to Thee. 


The Humble Wor ſhip of Heaven, 
Ather, I long, I faint to ſee 
The place of thine abode ; 


I'd leave thy earthly courts, and flee 
Up to thy ſeat, my God. 


Here-I behold thy diſtant face, ; 
And tis a pleaſing fight : 
But to abide in thine embrace, q 
Is infinite delight. 
I'd part with all the joys of ſenſe, 8 
To gaze upon thy throne: 
Pleaſure ſprings freſh for ever thence, E 
Unſpeakable, unknown. 
here all the heav'nly hoſts are ſeen, 1 
In ſhining ranks they move; 
And drink immortal vigour in, 
With wonder and with love. 
Then at thy feet with awful fear, f 
Th' adoring armies fall; | 
With joy they ſhrink to nothing there, 
Before th' eternal All. | 
There would I vie with all the hoſt 1 


In duty and in bliſs ; 
While leſs than nothing I could boaft, 
And vanity confeſs. + S: 


« * | ; 


A Hire 7 DEVO TION. 
The more thy glories ſtrike mine eyes, 
The humbler | ſhall lye;, 
Thus while | fink, my joys ſhall riſe 
Unmeaſurably high. 


The Faithfulneſs of God, in the Promiſes. 


Bein, my tongue, ſame heav'nly theme, 
and ipeak ſome boundleis thing; 


The mighty works, or mightier name, 


Of our eternal king. 


Tell of his wond'rous faĩthfulneſs, 
And {ound his power abroad: 


Sing the ſweet power of his grace, 


And the perrorming God. 


Proclaim ſalvation from the Lord, 
For wretched dying men; 

His hand has writ the ſacred word 
With an immortal pen. 


Engrav'd as in eternal braſs, 
The mighty promiſe ſhines; 
Nor can the powers of darkneſs raſe 
Thoſe everlaſting lines. 


He that can daſh whole worlds to death, 

Aud make them when he pleaſe , 

He ſpeaks, and that almighty breath. 
Fulfils his great decrees. 


His very word of grace is ſtrong 
As that which built the skies: 
M 4 
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| The voice that rolls the ſtars along 
=__— >pcaks all the promiſes, 


9 He ſaid, let the wide heav'n be ſpread, 
And heav'n was ſtretch'd abroad: 
wy Arabam, Pll be thy God, he ſaid, 

th And he was Abrabam's God. 


Oh, might I hear thine heav'nly tongue 
But whiſper, Thou art mine: 
Thoſe gentle words ſhould raiſe my ſong, 

To notes almoſt divine. 


j 
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How would my leaping heart rejoice, 
And think my heav'n ſecure ? 

I truit the all-creating voice, 

And faith deſires no more. 


God's Dominion over the Sea. . 


7 10D of the ſeas, thy thund'ring voice 
5 Makes all the roaring waves rejoice: 

And one foft word of thy command = 

Can fink them ſilent in the ſand. 

lte but a Mo'es wave thy rod, 

W The ſea divides, and owns its God, 

mw The ſtormy floods their v aker knew, 

And let his choſen armies thro”. 


WW The ſcaly floods amidſt theſea 

= To ce their Lord a tribute ay: 

= The meancit ſiſn that ſwims the flood 
Leaps up, and means a praiſe to God. 
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he larger monſters of the deep, 

Dn thy commands, attendance keep: 
By thy permiſſion, ſport and play, 
And cleave along their foaming way. 


If God his voice of tempeit rears, 

Leviathan lies ſtill, and fears; #55 
Anon he lifts his noſtrils high, 100 
And ſpouts the ocean to the sky. 


How is thy glorious pow'r ador'd 
Amid'ſt the ſe watry nations, Lord! 
Vet the bold men that trace the (eas, 

| ih Bold men, refuſe their Micr s praiſe. 


What ſcenes of miracles they ſee, 
And never tune a ſong to Thee! 
While on the flood they ſafely ride, 
hey curſe the hand that ſmooths the tide. 


Anon they plunge in watry graves, 
And ſome drink death among the waves : 
| L et the ſurviving crew blaſpheme, 
Nor own the God that reicu'd chem. 


Oh, for ſome Ggnal of thine hand ! 
Shake all the ſeas, ord, ſhake the land; 
rreat judge, deſcend, leaſt men deny 
hat there's a God that rules the Ys 


Praiſe to God from all Creatures. 


'HE glories of my maker, God, 
My joytul voice ſhall ling; : 

And call the nations to adore 

Their Former and their King. 
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*I was his right hand that ſhap'd our clay, 
And wrought this human frame; 


But from his on immediate breath 
Our nobler ſpirits came. 


We bring our mortal pow'rs to God, 
And worſhip with our tongue; 

We claim ſome kindred with the skies, 
And join th' angelic ſonys. 


Let grov ling beaſts of ev'ry ſhape, 
And fowls of ev'ry wing, 

And rocks, and trees, and fires and ſeas, 
I heir various tribute bring. 


' Ye planets. to his honour ſhine, 
And wheels of nature roll; 

Praiſe him in your unweary'd courſe 
Around the ſteady pole. 


The brightneſs of our Maker's name 
The wide creation fills ; 

And his unbounded gi andeur flies 
Beyond the heav'nly hills. 


The Lord's Day; or the ReſurreTion 
of Chriſt. 
Leſt morning, whoſe young dawning rays, 
Behold our rifing God : 
That ſaw him triumph o'er the duſt, 
And leave his laſt abode. 


A HET to, DEVOTION: 


In the cold priſon of a tomb 
The dead Redeemer lay, 

Till the reyolving Skies had br ought 
The third, th appointed day. 


WHell and the grave unite their force 
o hold our God, in vain; 

he ſleeping conqueror aroſe, 

And burft their feeble chain. 


o thy great name, Almighty Lord, 
Theſe ſacred hours we pay, 

And loud Hoſanna's ſhall proclaim 
The triumph of the day. 


Salvation and immortal praiſe, 
To our victorious king: 

et heay'n and earth, and rocks, and ſeas, 
With glad Hoſanna s ring. 


Doubts ſcatter d; or, Spiritual Joy reſtor d. 


And leave me to my joys: 
y tongue ſhall triumph in my God, 
And make a joyful noiſe. 


N Darkness and doubts had veil'd my mind, 
And drown'd my head in tears, 

Till ſov'reign grace with ſhining rays, 
Diſpell d my gloomy fears. 


5 
h, what immortal joys 1 felt, 
And raptures a divine, 


Ence from my ſoul, fad thoughts be gone, 
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When Jeſus told me, I was his, 
And my beloved mine. 


In vain the tempter frights my ſoul, 
And breaks my peace in vain 

One glimpſe, dear Saviour, of thy face, 

Revives my joys * 


or, a Complaint of lig ratitude, 


S this che kind return, 

And theſe the thanks we owe, 
Thus to abuſe eternal love, 
hence all our bleſſings flow? 


To what a ſtubborn frame, 

Has ſin reduc'd our mind? 
What ſtrange rebellious wretches we, 
And God as ſtrangely kind! 


On us he bids the ſun 

Shed his reviving rays 

For us the skies their circles run, 
To lengthen out our days. 


The brutes obey their God, 

And bow their necks to men 
But we more baſe, more brutiſh things, 
Reject his eaſy reign. 


Turn, turn us, mighty God, 
And mould our ſouls afreſh; 10 
Break, ſov'reign grace, theſe hearts of ſtone, 
And give us hearts of fleſh, 


Repentance, 558 a Senſe of divine Goodneſs ; „ 


Let old ingratitude 

Provoke our weeping eyes, 

And hourly, as new mercies fall, 
Let hourly thanks ariſe. 


Spiritual and Eternal Joy; or, The 
beatifick Sight of Chriſt. 


F Rom Thee, my God, my joys ſhall riſe, 
And run eternal rounds 

Beyond the limits of the skies, 

And all created bounds. 


The holy triumphs of my ſoul, 
Shall death itſelf out-brave, 

Leave dull mortality behind, 
And fly beyond the grave. 


There where my bleſſed Jeſus reigns, 
In heav'ns unmealur'd ſpace; 
I'll ſpend a long eternity, 

In pleaſure and in praiſe. 


Millions of years my wondring eyes, 
Shall o'er thy beauties rove 3 
And endleſs ages, I'll adore 
| The glories of thy love. 


Sweet Jeſus, ev'ry ſmile of thine, 
Shall freſh endearments bring; 

And thouſand taſtes of new delight, 
From all thy graces ſpring. 


* & Ts 1 ” 18. & D 
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8 Tand up, my ſoul, ſhake off thy fears, 
And gird the goſ pel-armour On 5 
March to the gates of endleſs joy, 

| Where thy * a rmatenr ook s gone. 


Hell and thy ſins reſiſt thy courſe, 
But hell and fin are vanquiſh'd foes : 
Thy Jeſus nail'd em to the croſs, 
And ſung the eien when he roſe. 


What tho” the prince of darkneſs rage, 
And waſte the fury of his ſpight ? 

F ternal chains confine him down 

To fiery deeps and endleis night. 


What tho” thine inward luſts rebel? 
*Tis but a ftruggling gaſp for life; 
The weapons of victorious grace 
Shall ſlay thy fins and end the ſtrife. 


Then let my ſoul march boldly on, 
Preſs forward to th' heav'nly gate, 
There peace and joy eternal reign, | 
And glitt'ring robes for conqu'rors wait. 


There ſhall I wear a ſtarry crown, 
And triumph in almighty grace : 
While all the armies of the skies 
Join in my glorious leader's praiſe. 


Redemption 


Br 
L. 
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Haſte, my beloved, fetch my font 
Up to thy bleſt abode ; "i 

Fly, for my ſpirt longs to ſee 
My Saviour and my God. 


The Ref} urreGion and Aſcenſion of Chriſt. 


Oſanna to the prince of light, 
That cloath'd himſelf in clay; 

Enter'd the iron gates of death, 

And tore the bars away. 


Death is no more the king of dread, 
Since our Emanuel roſe ; 

He took the tyrant's ſting away, 
And ſpoil'd our hellith foes. 


See how the conqu'ror mounts aloft, 

And to his father flies; | 
With {cars of honour in his fleſh, 
And triumph in his eyes. 


There our exalted Sayiour reigns, 
And ſcatters bleſſings down; 
Our Jeſus fills the middle ſeat 
Ot the celeftial throne. 


Raiſe your devotion, mortal tongues, 
To reach his bleſt abode, 

Sweet be the accents of your ſongs 
To our incarnate God. 


Bright angels, ſtrike your loudeſt firings 
Your ſweeteſt voices raiſe 5 

Let heav'n, and all created things, 
Sound our Emanuel's praiſe, 


* 


Redemption by Chriſt, 


Hen the firſt parents of our race 
Rebell'd and loſt their God: 

And the infection of their ſin 

Had tainted all our blood. 


Infinite pity touch'd the heart 


Of the eternal ion, W 
Deſcending from the heav nly court, 
He left his father's throne. H 
=_ Aſide the prince of glory threw De 
His moſt divine array: 
And wrapt his Godhead in a veil Et 
Of our inferior clay. 
His living pow r and dying love, —— 4 H 
Redeem'd unhappy men : 
And rajs'd the ruins of our race | 7* 
10 lite and God again. 
| In 


To Thee, dear Lord, our fleſh and ſoul ; 

Will We joyfully reſign: V 

Bleſt Je ſus, take us for thy own, 
For we are doubly thine. 


Thine honour ſhall for ever be 
The buſineſs of our days: 

For ever ſhall our thankful tongues 

_ thy deſerved Praiſe. 


A Hz: y e DEV.OTION. 
Praiſe to the Redeemer. 
Lung'd in a gulph of dark deſpair, _ 
We wretched finners lay, 


Without one chearful beam of hope 
Or ſpark of glimm'ring day. 


With pitying eyes the prince of grace, 
Beheld our helpleſs grief; 

He ſaw, and (O amazing love!) 
He ran to our relief. 


Down from the ſhining ſeats above 
With joyful haſte he fled, 

Enter'd the grave with mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 


He ſpoil'd the pow'rs of darkneſs thus, 
And break our Iron chains; 
Jeſus has freed our captive ſouls, F 
From everlaſting pains. | 


In vain the baffled prince of hell ..Y 
His curſed projects tries; A 
We that were doom'd his enleſs ſlaves, 1 
Are rais'd above the skies. 


Oh, for this love, let rocks and hills 
Their laſting ſilence break; 

And all harmonious human tongues 

The Saviour's praiſes ſpeak. 


Ves, we will praiſe Thee deareſt Lord, 
Our ſouls are all on flame; 


N. Hoſanna 
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Hoſanna round the ſpacious earth, 
To thine adored name, 


Angels, aſſiſt our mighty joys, 

Strike all your harps of gold; 
But when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne'er be told. 


God's at ſul Power and Goodneſs. 


H! the Almighty ' ord! 

1 How matchleſs is his power; 
Tremble, O earth, beneath his word, 

_ While all the heavens adore. 


wm FA 


HY 


Let proud imperious kings 

Bow low before his throne ; 
Crouch to his feet, ye haughty things, 

Or he ſhall cread ye down. 


+ RX Red 


Above the skies he reigns 

And with amazing blows 
He deals unſufferable pains 

On his rebellious foes. 


E 


6 


vet, everlaſting God. 
We love to ſpeak thy praiſe; 
T hy ſceptre' equal to thy rod, 
The ſceptre of thy grace. 


The arms of mighty love 
Defend our Sion well, 
And heavenly mercy walls us round, 
From Babylon and hell. 


MP *, ba 


Salvation 
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Salvation to the king 
That fits enthron'd above: 
Thus we adore the God of might, 
And bleſs the God of love. 


PSALM XXXII. 


E holy ſouls, in God rejoice, 
Your anker's praiſe becomes your voice. 
Great is your theme, your ſongs be new: 
Sing of his name, his word, his ways, 
His works of nature and of grace, 

How wiſe and holy, juſt and true. 


Juſtice and truth he ever loves, | 

And the whole earth his goodneſs proves; 
His word the heavenly arches ſpread : 

How wide they ſhine from North to South ! 

And by the ſpirit of his mouth, | 
Were all the ſtarry armies made. 


Thou gathereſt the wide flowing ſeas, 
Thoſe watry treaſures know. their place 
In the vaſt ſtore-houſe of the deep : 
He ſpake and gave all nature birth : 
And fires, and ſeas, and heaven and earth, 
His everlaſtnig orders keep. 


Let mortals tremble and adore 
A God of ſuch reſiſtleſs power, 
Nor dare indulge their. feeble rage : 
Vain are your thoughts and weak your hands, 
But his eternal counſel ſtands, 
And rules the world from age to age. 


N 2 PSALM 
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PSALM XLVL 


| | 1 94 | 
N God ſtpreme our hope de nds, | | 
TO Whole omnipreſent ſight 1 


ven to the pachleſs realms extends 
Of uncreated night. 


14 Plung'd in the abyſs of deep diyreſs 
i Io him werais'd our cry: 
His mercy bad our ſorrows ceaſe 


And fill'd oua tongue with joy. 


Tho earth her ancient ſeat forſake, 
i 1 By pangs convulſive torn: 
* N Tho' her ſelf-balanc'd fabrick ſhake 
And ruin'd nature mourn. 


7 Tho! hills be in the ocean loſt 

© With all their trembling load: 
No ſear ſhall e er diſturb the juſt, 
r ſhake his truſt in God. 


W Nations remote and realms unknown . 
WW In vain reſiſt his (way : 

For lo! Jehovah s voice is ſhewn 

And earth ſhall melt away. 


Let war's devouring ſtrges riſe 
Aud ſwell on every fide 

| The ord of 1:ofts our Safeguard i is, 
And PRA. God our guide. 


SA L M XLVII. 


| 

[ 

| For a ef of ſacred } Joy 

| Io God the ſacred king e Let 
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Let every land their tongues employ, 
And hyms of triumph ling. 


Jeſus our God aſcends on high; 
His heavenly guardsaround 
Attend him riſing through the sky, 
With trumpet's joyful ſound. 


While angels ſhout and praiſe their king, 
Let mortals learn their ſtrains : 
Let all the earth his honours ling; 4 
O'er all the earth he reigns. 18 


Rehear ſe his praiſe with awe profound, 
Let knowledge gude the ſons. 

Nor mock him with a \olemn found 
Upon a thoughtleſs tongue. 


In Iſrael ſtood his antient throne, 
He lov'd that cnoſen race; | * 
But now he calls, the world his own, —_— 
And Heathens caſte his grace. mL 


Remoteſt nations are the Lord's 3 = 
L here Abraham's God 1s known : =_ - 

While powers and princes, ſhields ad ſwords, * 
Bow down before his throne. 1 — 


Pſalm C. 


Efore Jebovab's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with ſacred joy. 
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Ne can create, and he deſtroy. 
Nis ſov'reign power without our aid, 
uf Made us of clay and form'd us men; 


10 And when like wandring ſheep we ſtray 4. | 
ne brought us to his fold again, AN < 


« * 


wen croud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
Wh: as the heavens our voices raiſe; _ 

q And earth with her ten thouſand tongues, 
WShall fil thy courts with n praiſe. 


j Wide as the World is thy command, 
| Vaſt as eternity thy love: Ta * 
Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand | | 


„ When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 
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U 


kart of PSALM CXV. ai 


Ot unto us: We all diſclaim, 

| Glory alone to God's great name 
se truth ſhall ſtand for ever faſt, 
{Whoſe love to endleſs ages laſt, 


i (i [Thou reigneſt. l ord, enthron'd above, 
jd vet doſt thy humble ſons approve - 

9 Thou all cvenrs diſpoſeſt ſtill; ! DD” H 
if For all obey thy ſovereign will 


i The filent dead no praiſes give, 4 
ll But, we who by thy mercy live, 
N While we have breath will offerings bring, 1 


= gratetul Hallelujals tings 


To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, hreeinonet, 
Be honour, praiſe and ion given, 
By all on earth, and all in hea ven. 


PSALM cxvl. 
\ Thou, who when I did complain, 
Didſt all my grief remove, 
O Saviour do not now diſdain 
My humble praiſe and love. 
Since Thou a pitying ear didſt give 
And hear me when | pray'd, 
Pll call upon Thee while J live, 
And never doubt thy aid. 


Pale death with all his ghaſtly train 
My ſoul encompaſt round; 

Anguith and tin, and dread and pain 
On every fide 1 found. 


To Thee, O Lord of life, I pray „d, 
And did for ſuccour flee: 

O fave (in my diſtreſs 1 ſaid) 
The ſoul that truſts in Thee. 


How good Thou art ! how large thy grace! 3 


How eaſy to forgive! 
1 he helpleſs : hou delight to raiſe, 
And by thy love 1 live. 


Then, O my ſoul, be never more 
With anxious thoughts diftreſt,, 


N 4 
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WW God's bounteous love doth Thee reftore ' "| ns 

Io caſc and joy the reſt. n 00 

My eyes no longer drown'd in tears Pj 

i My feet from falling free, He 
| Redeem'd from death and guilty fears 

O Load, I'll live to Thee. 
| TI 
PSALM CXVII by 


Y E nations, who the globe divide, 

Le numerous nations ſcatter'd wide, 

To God your grateful voices raiſe : 

i To all his boundleſs mercies ſhewn, 
His truth to endleſs ages known, 

Require our endleſs love and praiſe. 
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To him who reigns inthron'd on high, 
To his dear ſon who deign'd to die, 
Our guilt and errors to remove: 
To that bleſt pirit who grace imparts, 
Who rules in all believing hearts, 
Be ceaſeleſs glory, praiſe and love. 


— —— 
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PS ALM CXLVI. . 
LI praiſe my Maker while I've breath, 
And when my voice is loſt in death 
Praiſe thall employ my nobler powers: 
My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While lite and thought and being laſt | 
Or inamortafity endures, 57K 


A Huy" to DEVOTION. 


Ha pp the man whole hopes rely 
On Iſrae“s God, he made the sky 


And earth arcd Seas with all their train: 7 


His truth for ever ſtands ſecure; 
He faves th' oppteſt; he feeds the poor, 
And none ſhall And his promiſe vain. 


The Lord pours eye-ſight on the blind, 
The Lord ſupports the fainting mind, 
ie {ends the labouriug conſciencs peace, 
He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 

And grants the priſoner ſweet releaſe. 


Pll praiſe him while he lends me breath, 
And when my. voice is loſt in death, 
Praiſe ſnall employ my nobler powers: 
Ms days of praiſe ſhall ne er be paſt, 
While life and thought and being laſty 
Or immortality endures. 


PSALM CXLVIL, 


\ Raiſe ye the Lord: Tis good to raiſe 
(ur hearts and voices in his praiſe : 
His nature and his works invite 
To make this duy our delight. 


He form'd the ſtars, thoſe heavenly flames 
He counts their numbers, calls their names, 
His wiſdom's vaſt and knows no bound, 

A deep where all our thoughts are drown'd, 


Great 


aps Diome MELODY O-, 
= Great is the Lord, and great his might, 
And all his glory's infinite: 


W He crowns the mcek, rewards the juſt, 


And treads the wicked to the duſt. 


Sing to the Lord, exalt him high, 
Who ſpreads his clouds around the sky, 
There he prepares the fruitful rain, 
Nor lets the drops deſcend in vain. 


He makes the graſs the hills dorn, 

And cloathes the ſmiling fields with corn 3 
The beaſts with food his hands ſupply, 
And the young cavens when they cry. 


| What ! is che creature's skill or force? 
The ſpritely man, or warlike horſe? 
The piercing wit, the active limb? 
All are too mean delights for him. 


But ſaints are lovely in his fight, 

He views his children with delight : 

He ſ-es their hope, he knows their fear, 
And looks and loves his image there. 


Praiſe God from whom all bieſſ ings flow, 
Praiſe him all creatures here below : 

; Praiſe him above ye heav'nly hoſt, 
Praiſc Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt 


* 


AH DEVOTION,” 
Hymn of Thankſgiving to the Father. 


a0 


by I E E, O my God and King, 
| -ather, Thee ] ſing! 
Hear well-p! d the joyous ſound. 


Praiſe from earth and heaven receive; : 
Loſt, I now in Chriq am found, 
Dead, by faith in Chriſt I live. 


Father, behold thy Son, 
In Chriſt Jam thy own. | 
Stranger long to Thee and reft, . 
See the prodigal is come: 
Open wide thine arms and breaſt, 
Take the weary wand'rer home. 


Thine eye obſery'd from far, 
Thy pity look'd me near : 
Me thy bowels yearn'd to ſee, 
Me thy mercy ran to find, 
Empty, poor, and void of 4 hee, 
Hungry, ſick, and faint, and blind. 


Thou on my neck didſt fall, 
Thy kiſs forgave me all: 
Still the gracious word I hear, 
Words that made the Saviour mine, 
Haſte, for him the robe prepare, 
His be Trig hteouinets divine. 


Thee then, my- God and king, 
My father, Thee | fing! 

Hear well-pleas'd the joyous ſound, 
Praiſe from earth and heav'n receive; 
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Loft, I now in Chriſt am found, 
Dead, by faith in Chriſt I live 


Hymn to the Son. 
Filial deity, | 
| Accept my new-born cry! 
See the travail of thy ſoul, 
 __ Saviour, and be {atisfy'd ; 
Make me now, poſſe\s me whole, 
Who for me, tor me haſtdy'd. 


Of life Thou art the tree, 
My immortality ! i 
Feed this tender branch of thine 


Ceaſeleſs influence derive, 22 Ye 
Thou the true, the heav'nly vine, 1 
Grafted into Thee I live. _ 
Of life the fountain Thou, ard 
I know — I feel it now! L 
Faint and dead no more I droop: 
Thou art in me, Thy ſupplies J. 
Ev'ry moment ſpringing up TOR I £ 
Into lite eternal riſe. | os 
Thou the good ſheperd art, nt'r 
From Thee I ne'er ſhall part: Di 
Thou my keeper and my guide, 
Make me ſtill thy tender care, TI 


Gently lead me by thy de, 
Sweetly in thy boſom bear. 


A H EL to DEVOTION 
Thou art my daily bread, 
O Chriſt, Thou art my head: 
jotion, virtue, ſtrength to me, 
Me thy living member flow; 


ouriſhed , and ied by Thee, 
Up to Ihee in all things grow. 


Fruit of the Saviour's pray'r, 
My promis'd comforter! 

hee the world cannot receive. 
Thee they ncicher know nor ſee, 9 
dead is all the life they live | 

Dark their light, while void of Thee, ; 


Yet I partake thy grace 

Thro' Chriſt my righteouſneſs 3 

ine the gifts Thou doſt impart, 

Mine the unttion from above, e 
ardon written on my heart, 

Light and life, and joy and love. 


Thy gifts, bleſt paraclete, 
I glory to repeat; 
weetly ture ot grace | am 
rardon to my ioul apply'd, 
nt reſt in the ſpotieſs lamb ? 
Dead tor all, for me he dy'd. 


Thou art thyſelf the ſeal 

I more than pardon feel, 
eace, unutterable peace, 

Joy that ages ne'r can move, 
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2 Faith's aſſurance, hope's inereaſe, 
| All the confidence of love, 


Pledge of thy promiſe giv'n, 

My antepaſt of heaven; 
Earneſt thou of joys divine, 

Joys divine on me beſtow'd, 
Heav'n and Chriſt, and all is mine, 
All the Plenitude of God, 


Thou art my inward guide, 
lask no help befide: 
Arm of God, to thee l call, 
Weak as helpleis infancy, 
Weak I am—yet cannot fall 
Stay'd by faith, and led by Thee, 


Hear, Holy Spirit; hear, 
My inward comforter! — 
Loos d by Thee, my ſtamm'ring tongue 
Firſt eſſays to priſe Thee now, 
This the new, the joytul ſong, 
Hear it in thy temple Thou. 


5 | Sm 
Prai!, . | 
King of glory, king of peace, + 


F Theeonly will I love: 
Thee, that my love may never ceaſe, 
Inceſſant will I move. 


For Thou haſt granted my requeſt, — 
For Thou my cries haſt heard, . 


Marke 


* 
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Mark'd all the workingsof my breaſt, 
And haſt in mercy ſpar'd. reg 


Wherefore with all my ſtrenth and art, 
Thy mercy's praiſe I fing; 

To Thee the tribute of my heart, 
My ſoul, my all J bring. 


What tho” my fins againſt me cryd! 
Thou didſt the finner ſpare; 

In vain th' accuſer ſtill reply d, 
For love had charm'd thy ear. 


Thee ſev/n whole days, not one in ſev'n, 
Unweary d will i praiie 3 

And in my heart, a little ! eaven, 
Thy throne triumphanc raiie. 


Soften'd and vanquiſh'd by mv tears, 
Thou coul '{ no more withitand ; 
But when ſtern juſtice call'd for fears, 

Dilarm'd her lifted hand. 


Small is it in this humble ſort, 
| hy mercies power to raiſe : 

Forev'n eternity's to ſhort 
10 utter all thy praiſe, 


* 


Our Sin the Cafe of Chriſt's Death. 


Nd now the ſcales have left mine eyes, 
Now I begin to (ee: 
Oh ! the curs'd deeds my ſins have done, 
Whar murd rous things they be! 


Were theſe the traitors, deareſt Lord, 
Ihhat thy fair body tore! 
Monſters, that ſtain'd thoſe heav'nly limbs 
Wich floods of purple gore. 


Vas it for crimes that! had done, 
My deareſt Lord was ſlrin: 

When juſtice ſeiꝝ d God's only ſon, 
And put his ſoul to pain. 


3 ive my guilt, O prince of peace, 

bo: Fl wound my God no more, 

Hence from my heart, ye ſins, be gone, 
For Jeſus I adore. 


Furniſh me, Lo; d, with heavenly ar arms, 
From grace's magazine. 

And ll proclaim eternal war 

With ev'ry darliug lin. 


| Redemption and Proteion from 
Spiritual Enemies. 


Riſe my ſoul, my joytul powers, 
And triumph! in my God; 
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Awake, 


Awake, my voice, and loud inn 
His glorious grace abroad. 


He rais'd me from the deeps of ſin, 
The gates of gaping hel] ; 

And fix d my ſtand ing more e 
Than 'twas before I fell. 


The arms of everlaſting love 
Beneath my ſoul he plac'd 3 

And on the rock of ages ſet 
My ſlippery footſteps faſt. 


The city of my bleſt abode 
Is wall'd around with grace: 
Salvation ſor a bulwark ſtands, 
To ſhield the ſacred place. 


Satan may vent his ſharpeſt ſ pite, 
And all his legions roar; 


Almighty mercy guards my life, 
And bounds his raging er 


Ariſe my ſoul, awake my voice, 
And tunes of pleaſure ſing 

Loud Hallelujab'e thall addreſs 
My Saviour and my king. 


The Paſſion and Exaltation of Chriſt. 


Hus {aith the ruler of the skies, 
Awake my dreadful fword 
Awake, my wrath, and ſmite the man 
My tellow, faith the _ 
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W Vengeance receiv'd the dread command, 
And. armed, down the flies; 


© Jeſus ſubmits, t' his father's hand, 
And bows 'bis head, aid dies. 


But Oh! the wiſdom and the grace, 
That join with vengeance now: 

He dies, to fave our guilty. race, 
And ſee he riſes too. ö 1 


A perion ſo divine was he, 
Wo yiel ted to be flain; 

That he could g've his ſoul away, 
And take his life again. 


Lire, glorious Lord, and reign on high, 
Let every nation ling; 

And angels ſound, with endleſs } joy, 
The Saviour and the King. 


The ſame. 


Ome, all harmonious tongues, 

Wi Your nobleſt mulick bring; 

is chi the everlaſting God, 

| And Chriſt the man, we ling, 

And angels found, with endleſs joy, 
Ihe Saviour and the mug: Foy 


= us 
1 r 
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Th: ſame. ):, YER 
Sas all harmonionscongues, 75 
4 Your nobſeſt mufick bring; 4 


'Tis Chriſt the everlaſting God, 
And Chriſt the man, we fing. fa Is) itt 9120 1G 


Tell how he took our fleſh, 1 

To take away our guilt: aii 

Sing the dear drops of 1acred blood, by 
That helliſh monſters 1985 


Alas the cruel ſpear, 
Went deep into his fide, 

And the rich flood of pu ple gore 
* ag murth'rous Weapons dy'd. 


The waves of ſwelling grief 

Did o'er his boſom roll; | 2 
And mountains of almighty W ©24.7 e 

Lay heavy on his ſoul. N 


Down to the ſhades of death,” a ate att 
Be bow d his awcul head ; r 
Yet he arole to live and reg 1 4 
When death itſelf is dead. 2959 43-201 5 


SS 8 
- 114) #Yr ©! Lax 


No more the bloody ſpear,rW wood oo 
The crois and nails nu more; KS 
For hell itſelf thakes at his lame. 


And all the LCaVERs adore. F 
— ; 27 - Lo * 2406 
O 2 
* 
FI 
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There the redeemer ſits 

= High on his Father s chrone; 
The Father lays his ve5gearice by, 

And imiles vg his fon. 

1 * 

There his full Portes Kine 

| With uncrea.ed rays, 

And bleſs his ſaints and angels eyes, 
* everlaſting days. | 


Sufficiency of Pardon. 


H Y does your face, ye humble ſouls, 
Thoſe mournful colours wear? 

| What doubts are theſe that waſte your faith, 

And nouriſh your deſpair. 


What tho! your num' rous ſins exceed 
The ſtars that fill the skies; 

And aiming at th' eternal throne, 

Like pointed mountains rife ! 


| | What tho” your mighty cuil beyond 
fl The wide creation ſwell z 5 
And has its curs'd foundations laid 
x F Low as thedceps of hell. 


| See here an endleſs ocean flows 
| [l | Of never-failing Brace; 
= Beholda dying Saviour's veins, 
Ihe ſacred flood increale. 
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It riſes high, and drowns the hills, 
'T has neither ſhore nor bound; 
Now, if we ſearch to find our fins, 

Our tins can ne'er be found. 


Awake our hearts, adore the grace 
That buries all our fan'ts;. 

And pard ning blood, that ſwells above 
Out follies and our thoughts, 


Freedom ſrom Si» and Mi 1 
in Heaven. 


O UR "Ry alas! how ſtrong the y be, 
And like a vi'lent ſea, 

They break our duty Lord, to Thee, 
And hurry us away. 


The waves of trouble, how they riſe, 
How loud the tempeſts roar ! 

But death ihall land our weary ſouls, 
Safe on the heavenly ſhore. 


There to fulfil his ſweet commands, 
Our ſpeedy feet ſhall move; 

No {in ſhall clog our winged zeal, 
Or cool our burning love. 


There ſhall we ſit, and ſing, and tell 
The wonders of his grace, 

"Till heavenly raptures fire our hearts 
And ſmile in every face. 


O | bl 
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For ever bis dear ſacred name 
Shall dwell upon our tongue, 

And Jeſus and ſalvation be 
The cloſe of ev'ry ſong. 


The Divine Olories, above our Reaſon. 


OW won@&'rous great, how glorious bright, 
| Muſt our creator be, 

Wha dwells amidſt the dazzling light 

Of vaſt infinity. 


Our ſoacing ſpirits upwards rife 
Tow'rd the celeſtial throne : 

Fain would we ſee the bleſſed Three, ; 
And the almighty One. 


Our reaſon ſtretches all its wings, 
And climbs above the skies; 
But Mill how far beneath thy feet 


Our grov'ling reaſon lies, 


Lord, here we bend our humble ſoule, 
And awfully adore : 

For the weak pinions of our mind 
Can ſtretch a thought no more. 


Thy glories infinitely riſe 
Above our lab'ring tongue 3 
In vain the higheſt {craph tries, 

I 0 form an equal long. 


In 


S\ 
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In humble notes our faith adores, 

The great myſterious king , 
While angels ftrain their nobler pow'rs, 
And * th' immortal Ming BY i 


Salvation. 


Alvation ! Oh, the joyful ſound * L 
*T is pleaſure to our ears: 
A ſov'reign baim for ev'ry wound, 
A cordial tor our fears. 


Bury'd i in ſorrow and in ſin, 
At hell's dark door we lay! 
But we ariſe, by grace divine, 

To ſee a heav'nly day 


Salvation! let the eccho fly 
The ſpacious earth around; 

While all the armies of the sly 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound. 


The Glory of Chriſt in Heaven. 


O the delights, the heav'nly joys, 
The glories of the place 

Where Jeſus ſheds the brighteſt beams 
Of his o'er flowing grace. 


Sweet majeſty and awful love _ 
Sit ſmiling on his brow : 


* 
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And all the glorious ranks above Ar 
At humble diſtance bow. 1 . 

Ar 

Princes to his imperial name 

i Bend their bright ſceptres down; ; 

Pom nion, thrones, and powers rejoice 
To ice him wear the crown. 


Archangels ſound his lofty praiſe, _ I 
Thro every heav'nly ſtreet ; „ 

And lay their higheſt Londurs down Ss 10 
Submiſſive at his feet. 9 


WE! Thoſe ſoft thoſe bleſſed feet of has, ., 
WS That once rude iron tore; 1 3 
High on a throne of light they ſtand, "I 
And all the ſaints adore. | 
_ 
| His head, the dear e head, 
| 1 hat cruel thorns did wound: 
See what immortal glories ſhine, 5 I 
Z | | And circle it around. | 


WE This is the man th' exalted man, 
# | hom we, unſeen, adores 
But when our eyes behold his face, 9 | 
Our hearts ſhall love him r 

11 
"Mi Lord, how our ſouls art all on fire 

| | To ſee thy bleft abode z 

Our tongues rejoice in tunes of praiſe Tt 
= To our incarnate God, 
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And whilſt our faith enjoys this fight, 
We long to leave our clay: 


And with thy fizry chariots, Lord, 
To fetch our fouls away. 


God a”, and in al. 


MI God, my liſe, my love, 
To Thee, to Thee I call; 
I cannot live, if Thou remove, 
For Thou art all in all. 


Thy ſhining grace can cheer 
This dungeon where [ dwell: 
'Tis paradiſe when Thou art here! „ 
If Thou depart, tis hell, ks 
The ſmilings of thy face, 
How amiable they are : 
"Tis heaven to reſt in thine embrace, 
And no-where elſe but there. 


2 


To Thee, and Thee alone, 

The angels owe their bliſs; 

They fit around thy gracious throne, 
And dwell where Jeſus is. | 


W — 
-% ww a 


Not all the harps above 
Can make a heay'nly place; 

It God his reſidence remove, 
Or but conceal his face, 
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The Saint's ebief Delight. - 4 
To Thee we owe our wealth and friends, | 
And health, and ſafe abode: 


Thanks to thy name for meaner things, 
But they are not my God. 


How wain a toy is glitt'ring wealth, 
If once compar'd to Thee? 

Or what's my ſaſety or my health, 
Or all my friends to me ? 


Were I poſſeſſor of the earth, 
And call'd the ſtars my own; 

Withcut thy graces, and thy ſelf, 
I were a wretch undone. 


Let others ſtretch their arms like ſeas, 
And graſp in all the ſhore ; 

Grant me the viſits of thy face, 
And I delice no more. 


Look on bim whom they pierced, and mourn. | 


Nfinite grief, amazing woe, 
Behold my bleeding I.ord : 
Hell and the Jews conſpir'd his death, 
And us'd the Roman ſword. 


Oh, the ſharp pangs of ſmarting pain 
My dear redeemer bore ; | 

When knotty whips, and ragged thorns, 
His ſacred body tore. 
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Nor earth, nor all the sky, | 
Can one delight afford; 


No, not a drop of real joy, 
Without thy preſence, Lord. 


Thou art the ſea of love, 
Where all my pleaſures roll: 

The circle where my paſſions move, 
And centre of my ſoul. 


God my only Happineſs: 


Y God, my portion, and my love, 
My everlaſting all: 


* 


I've none but Thee in heav'n above, 


Or on this earthly ball. 


What empty things are all the Skies, 1 | 


And this inferior clod ? 
There's nothing here deſerves my Joys, 
There's nothing like my God. 


In vain the bright, the burning ſun 
Scatters his feeble light: 

Tis thy ſweet beams create my noon, 
If Thou withdraw, ' cis night. 


And vhilſt upon my reſtleſs bed 


Amongſt che ſhades I roll: 
If my Redeeme: ſhew his head, 
: Tis morning with my foul. 
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But knotty whips, and ragged thorns, 
In vain do I accuſe ; 

In vain 1 blame the Roman bands, 
And the more ſpiteful Jews. 


*Twere you my ſins, my cruel ſins, 
His chief toi mentors were; 

Each ol my crimes became a nail, 
And unbelief the ſpear. 


*Twere you that pull'd the vengeance down 
Upon his gwitle!s head: 


Brea“, b eak, my heart, oh, burſt, mine eyes 


And let my ſorrows bleed 


Strike, mighty grace, my flinty ſoul, 
of } I melting waters flow ; - 


And deep repentance drown my eyes, . 


In undi ſſembled woe. 


Diſtinguiſhing Love; or, Angels puniſb d, 
and man ſaved. 


Own headlong from the native skies, 
_# The rcbel-angels fell; 
And thunder-bolts of flaming wrath 
Purſu'd them deep to hell, 


Down from the top of curchly bliſs 
Rebelliou man was hurPd , 

And Jeſus ftoop'd beneath the grave, 

1a reach a linking world. 


* 


Free 


— — 


6 
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Free Grace, 


Long my impriſond ſpirit lay, 

Faſt bound in ſin and nature's night; 
Thine eye diffus'd a quick'ning ray 

I woke ; the dungeon flam'd with light; 
My chains fell off, my heart was tree, 
I roſe, went forth, and follow d Thee. 


Still the ſmall inward voice I hear, 
That whiſpers all my fins torgiv'n 
Still the attoning blood is near, 
That quench'd the wrath of hoſtile heav'n: 
I feel the life his wounds impart; 
I feel my Saviour in my heart. 


No condemnation now I dread, 
Jejus, and all in him, is mine: 
Alive in him, my liv: g head, 
And cloath'd in righteou meſs divine; 
Bold 1 approach th' eternal throne, 
And claim the crown, thro' Chriſt, my own. 


The GLI. 


OME, o my way, my truth, my life! 
A way that gives us breath, 
A truth that ends its followers * He 
A lite that conquers death! 


Come, O my light, my feaſt, my Qrength! 
a light that ſhews a feaſt ; 

A tealt that ſtill improves by length, 
A firength that makes the gueſt ! 
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So ſhall my every power to Thee 
In love, thanks, praife inceſſant rife, 
Yet my whole foul and fleſh ſhall be 


One holy, living ſacrifice, 


Lord God of armies, ceaſeleſs praiſe 
In heaven thy throne to Thee is given, 

Here as in heaven thy name we raiſe, 

For where thy preſence ſhines, is heaven.. 


Infinite Love | 


ND can't it be, that I ſhould gain 
An int'reft in the Saviour's blood ! 

Dy'd He for me ? --- who caus'd his pain! 
For Me ?--- who Him to death purſu'd, 

Amazing love! how can it be 

Thar Thou, my God, ſhould die for me ? 


"Tis myſt'ry all! th immortal dies! 
Who can explore his ſtrange deſign? 
In vain the firſt- born ſeraph tries 
To ſound the depths of love divine. 
»Tis mercy all! let earth adore; 
Let apgel minds enquire no more. 


He left his father's throne above, 
(80 tree, fo infinite his grace!) 
Empty'd himſelf of all but love, 
And bled for Adam's helpleſs race: 
Tis mercy all, immenſe and free! 
For O my God! it found out me! 


Deſiring 
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Deſiring to praiſe worthily, 


ONARCH of All, with lowly fear 

To whom heav'ns hoſt their voices raiſe, 
Even earth and duft thy bounties ſhare : 
Let earth and duſt attempt thy praife. 


Before thy face, O Lord moſt high, 
Sinks all created glory down : 

Yet be not wroth with me, that I 

Vile worm, draw near thy awful throne. 


Of all Thou the beginning art, 
Of all things Thou alone the end: 
On Thee ſtill fix my ſtedfaſt heart; 
To Thes let all my actions tend. 


Thou, Lord, art light: Thy native ray 
No ſhade, no variation knows —— 


On my dark foul (ye clouds away) 1 
The brightnefs of thy face diſcloſe. | 
Thou, Lord, art love? from Thee pure love a | 
Flows forth in unexhaufted ſtreams; Js 
Let me its quickning influence prove, +. 
Fill my whole heart with ſacred flames. 1 


| Thou, Lord, art good, and Thou alone: 
With eager hope, with warm deſire, 
Thee may Iſtill my portion own, 
10 Thee in thought aſpire. 


ng 


The GLANCE. 
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\ \ 7 HEN Grit thy gracious eyes ſurvey, 
Ev'n in the midſt of youth and nght, 


Mark'd me, where ſunk in fin I lay; 
I felt a ſtrange unknown delight. 


My ſoul in all its pow'rs renew'd _ 
Own'd the divine phyfician's art, 
So {witt the healing look bedew'd, 


Embalm'd, o'cr-ran and fill'd my heart. 


Since then I many a bitter ſtorm 

Have felt, and ſeeling ſure had dy'd, 

Had the malicious fatal harm 
Roll'd on its unmoleſted tide; 


But working ſtill, within my ſoul, 
Thy ſweet original joy remain'd; 

Thy love did all my giefs controuls 
Thy love the victory more than gain'd; 


If the firſt glance, but open'd now 
And now ſea?d up, ſo pow'rtul prove, 


What wondrous tranſports ſhall we know - 


When glorying in thy full-ey'd love : 


When Thou ſhalt look us out of pain, 
And raiſe us to thy bliisful ght, 
With open face ftrong to ſuſtain, 
The blaze of thy unclouded light! 


e 


Defiring 


I. 


True Praiſe. 


Hen firſt my feeble verſe eſſay'd, 
Of heavenly joys to ſing; _ 
Fancy was ſummon'd to my aid, 
Her choiceſt ſtores to bring. 


With ſtudy'd words each riſing thought 
I deck'd with niceſt art, 

And ſhining metaphors | lought, 
To burniſh ev'ry part. 


Thouſands of notions ſwift did run, 
And filPd my lab'ring head; 

I blotted oft” what I begun, 
This was too flat, that dead. 


To cloath the ſun, no dreſs too finc 
I thought. no words too gay, 

Much leis the realms that glorious ſhine 
In one eternal day. 


Mean while I whiſp'ring heacd a Friend, 
Vhy all this vain pretence? 
Love has a ſweetneſs ready penn'd, 
To that, and fave expence. 


The Dia ogue. 


Aviour, if thy precious love, 
Could be merited by mine, Fu 
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E Faith. theſe mountains would remove; 
| Faith would make me ever thine: 
But when all my care and pains, 
Worth can ne'er cicate in me, 
Or ought by me thy fulneſs gains, 
Vain the hope to purchaſe Thee. 


C. Ceafe, my child thy worth to weigh, / 
Give tne needleſs conteir o'er ; 
Mine Thou rt, while thus | jay, \ 


Yield. Thee up, and ask no- inore. 
What thy eſt:m te may be, 


Only can by him be told, 1 
Who to ranſom wretched hee; 
Thee to gain, himſelf was fold. A 
| S. But when all in me is ſin, | 
__ Howcanl thy grace obtain? O 
How preiume thyielt to win? 
God of love, the doubt explain. R 


Or if Thou the means ſupply, 
' Lo! to hee J all reſign ! 
Make me, Lord, ( Iask not why, PE. Ye 

How, I ask not) ever thine. 


N 
C. This I would —— That humbly {till 
I] hou ſubmit to my decree, | 
Blindly ſubjecting thy will. Ye 
_ eekly copying after me: | | 
That as | did leave my throne, M. 
Freely from my glory part; . =] 


Die, to make thy heart my own — — 
Ah! no more Iheu, break my heart. 


Suh ec tio 
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Subjellion to Chriſt. 
E SU, to Thee my heart I bow, 
J Strange flames far from my ſoul remove; 


Faireſt among ten theuſand + hou, 
Be Thou my Lord, my life, my love. 
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All heav'n T hou fill'ſt with pure deſire, 
O ſhine upon my frozen breaſt ; 

With ſacred warmth my heart inſpire, 
May I too thy hid ſweetneſs taſte. 


I ſee thy garments roll'd in blood, 
Thy ſtreaming head, thy hands thy ſide - 
All hail, Thou ſuff ring, conquering God, 
Now man ſhall live; for God hath dy'd, 


O kill in me this rebel ſin, 
And triumph o'er my willing breaſt : 
Reſtore thy image, Lord, therein, , 
And lead me to my Father's reſt. 


Ye earthly loves, be far away, 
Saviour, be Thou my love alone; 
No more may mine uſurp the ſway, _ 
But in me thy great will be done, 


Yea, T hou true witneſs, ſpotleſs Lamb, 

All things for Thee I count but lots ; 
My ſole defire, my conſtant aim, 
My only glory be thy croſs. 
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Tye World's Three chief Temptations. 
W Hen in the light of faith divine 
We look on things below, 


Honour, and gold, and ſenſual joy, 
_ How vain and dangerous too! 


Honour's a puff of noiſy breath; 
Yet men expole their blood ; 
And venture everlaſting death, 
To gain that airy good. 


Whilſt others ſtarve the nobler mind, 
And feed on ſhining duſt; 

They rob the Serpent of his food, 
T' indulge a ſordid luſt. 


| The pleaſures that allure our ſeaſe, 

Are dang rous ſnares to ſouls: 

There's but a drop of flatt'ring ſweet, 
And daih'd with bitter bowls. 


God is mine all ſuſſicient good, 
My portion, and my choice; 

In him my vaſt deures are fill'd, 
Aud all my powers rejoice. 


In vain the world accoſts my ear, 
And tempts my heart anew ; 
cannot buy your blits fo dear, 
Nor part with heav'n for you. 


hn 
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A Happy Reſurrection. 


O, I'll repine at death no more, 
But, with a chearful gaſp reſign 

To the cold dungeon of the grave, 

Theſe dying, with'ring limbs of mine. 


Let worms devour my waſting fleſh, 
And crumble all my bones to duſt: 
My God ſhall raiſe my frame ane, 

At the revival of the juſt. 


Break, ſacred morning, thro' the skies, 
Bring that delightful, dreadful day; 

Cat ſhort the hours, dear Lord, and come, 
Thy ling'ring wheels, how long they ſtay? 


Our weary ſpirits faint to ſee 
The light of thy returning face 
And hear the language of thoſe lips, 
Where God has ſhed his richeſt grace. 


Haſte then upon the wings of love, 
Rouze all the pious ſleeping clay 
That we may join in heav'nly joys, 
And ſing the triumph of the day. 


Chriſt's Commiſſion. 


OME, happy ſouls, approach your God, 


With new melodious longs 


P ; 
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Come 
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Come, tender to almighty grace 
The tribute of your tongues. 


So ſtrange, ſo boundleſs was the love 
That pity'd dying men: 
The Father ſent his equal Son 

* To give them life again. 


© Thy arms. dear Jeſus, were not arm'd 
| With a revenging rod: 

No hard commiſſion to perform 

The vengeance of a God. 


But all was mercy, all was mild, 
And wrath forſook the throne 
When C-riſt on the kind errand came, 
And brought Salvation down. 


Here, ſinners, you may heal your wounds, 
And wipe your ſorrows dry ; 

Truſt in the mighty Saviour's name, 
And you ſhall never die, 


See, deareſt Lord, our willing ſouls 
Accept thine offer'd grace; 

We bleſs the great Redeemer's love, 
And give the Father praiſe. 


The 5 ame. 


Aiſe your triumphant ſongs 
To an immortal tune: 


Let 
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Let the wide earth reſound the deeds 
Celeſtial grace has done. 


Sing how eternal love 
Its chief beloved choſe: 

nd bid him raiſe our wretched race, 
From their abyſs of woes. 


His hand no thunder bears, 
Nor terror cloaths his brow : 
No bolts to drive our guilty ſouls 

To fiercer flames below. 


"Twas mercy fi ll'd the throne, 
And wrath ſtood filent by: 

When Chriſt was ſent wich pardons down 
To rebels doom'd to die. 


Now, ſinners, dry your tears, 

Let hopeleſs fortow ceaſe : 
Bow to the ſceptre of his love, 

And take the otter'd peace. 


L ord, we obey thy call, 
We lay an humble claim 

To the ſalvation Thou haſt brought, 
And love and praiſe thy name 


P 4 Retentance ö N 
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| Repentarice flowing from the 
Patience of God. 


A NP are we wretches yet alive? 
And do we yet rebel ? 

Tis boundleſs, tis amazing love 
That bears us up from hell. 


The burden of our weighty guilt 
Would fink us down to flames, 

And threat'ning vengeance rolls above, 
To cruſh our feeble frames. 


# Almighty goodneſs cries, forbear, 
Ana ſtrait the thunder ſtays : 

And dare we now provoke his wr ath, 
And weary out his grace. 


. we have long abus'd thy love, 
Joo long indulg'd our fin , 

Our aking hearts e'en bleed to ſee 
What rebels we have been. 


No more, ye luſts, ſhall ye command, 
No more will we obey 3 

Stretch out, O God thy conquiring hand, 
And drive thy foes away. | 


Repentance at the Croſs. 


H, if my ſou! was form'd for woe, 
How would vent my fighs ! 


Repentance 
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Repentance ſhould like rivers flow; | 
From both my ſtreaming eyes. 


"Twas for my ſins my deareſt Lord 
Fung on the curſed tree 

And groan'd away a dying life, 
For Thee, my toul, for Thee. 


Oh, how I hate thoſe luſts of mine 
That crucify'd my God; 

Thole fins that pierc'd and | nail d bis fleſh, 
Faſt to the fatal wood. 


Yes, my Redeemer, they ſhall w 
My heart has ſo decreed ; 

Nor will 1 {pare the guilty things 
That made my Saviour bleed. 


Whilſt with a melting broken heart, 
My murd'red Lord 1 view; 

Ill raiſe revenge againſt my ſins, 
And {lay the mura rers too. 


The everlaſting Abſence of God intolerable. 


Hat awful day will ſurely come, 
1h' appointed hour makes haſte; 0 
V\ hen 1 muſt ſtand before my judge, 
And paſs the ſolemn teſt, 


, * 
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Thou lovely chief of all my joys, 
Thou Sov'reign of my heart; 
How could | bear to hear thy voice 
| Pronounce the ſound, depart. 


The chunder of that diſmal word 
Would ſo torment my ear; 
 *Twould tear my ſoul aſunder, Lord, 
With moſt tormenting fear. 


What, to be baniſh'd for my life, 
And yet forbid to die? 
Jo linger in eternal pain, 
Vet death for ever fly! 


Ohl wretch-1 ſtate of deep deſpair, 
Io ſee my od remove 

And fix my doleful ſtation where 

| JI muſt not taſte his love. 


E Jeſus, I throw my arms around, 
And hang upon thy breaſt; 
Without a gracious ſmile from Thee, 
y ſpirit cannot reſt. 


Oh! tell me that my worthle% name 
Is graven on thine hands ! 
SShew me ſome promiſe in thy book. 
Where my ſalvation ſtands. 


Acceſs 
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Acceſs to the Throne of Grace by a Mediator. | I 


Ome, let us lift our joyful eyes 
Up to the courts above ; 
And ſmile to ſee our Father there 
Upon a throne of love. 


Once twas a feat of dreadful wrath, 
And ſhot deyouring flame; 

Our God appear'd conſuming fire, 
And vengeance was his name. 


Rich were the drops of Jeſus blood 
That calm'd his frowning face ; 

That ſprinkled o'er the burning throne, 
And turn'd the wrath to grace. | 


Now we may bow before his feet, 
And venture near the Lord ; . = 
No fiery cherub guards his ſeat; 
Nor double-flaming ſword. _—_ 


The peaceful gates of heav'nly bliſs 

Are open'd by the ſon; 

High let usraiſe thy notes of Praiſe, 
And reach th' Almighty throne. 


wwe 


To Thee ten thouſand thanks we bring, 
Great Advocate on high: 
And glory to the Eternal King. 
That lays his fury by. 
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1 The Lord's Supper Inſlituted, 


Was on that dark, that doleful night, 


3 When powers of earth and hell aroſe 
© Againſt the ſon of God's delight, 
And — betray'd him to his 2 


, Before the mournful ſcene began, 


He took the bread. and bleſs'd, and brake : 


What love thro? all his actions ran 
What wond'rous words of grace he ſpake ! 


This is my body, broke for ſin, 

Receive and eat the living food : 

Then took the cup and bleſs'd the wine, 
„Tis the new cov nant in my blood. 


For us his fleſh with nails was torn, 
He bore the ſcourge he felt the thorn 
And juftice pour'd upon his head 
It's heavy vengeance, in our ſtead. 


For us his vital blood was ſpilt, 

To buy the pardon of our guilt ! | | 
When, for black crimes fo agen: ſize, 
He gave his foul a ſacrifice. Yn 1 


Do this (he cry'd) 'cill time ſhall end, 
In mem'ry of your dying friend; 


| Meet at my table, and record 


The love of your departed Lord. 


1 Jeſu 
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Jeſus, thy feaſt we celebrate, 

We ſhew thy death, we ſing thy name, 
»Till Thou return, and we ſhall eat 
The marriage ſupper of the lamb. 


Communion with Chriſt, and with Saints. 


ESUS invites his ſaints 
To meet around his board; 
Here pardon'd rebels fit and hold 
Communion with their Lord. 


For food he gives his fleſh, 

He bids us drink his blood: a 
Amazing favour! matchleſs grace 

Of our deſcending God. 


This holy bread and wine 

Maintains our fainting breath, 
By union with our living Lord, 

And int reſt in his death. 


Our heav'ny Father calls 

Chriſt and his members one; 
We the young children of his love; 

And he the firſt-born ſon. 


We are but ſev'ral parts 
Of the ſame broken bread ; 
On: body hath its ſeveral limbs, 

But Jeſus is the head. 
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Let all our pow'rs be join'd, 2 
His glorious name to raiſe; 


| Pleaſure and love fill ev 'ry mind, 
© Andevr'ry voice be praiſe. 


The New Teſlament in the Blood of Chriſt, 
or, the New Covenant ſealed. 


TT He promiſe of my Father's love 
| Shall ſtand for ever good; 
He faid, and gave his ſoul to death, 
And ſeal'd the grace with blood. 


To this dear cov'nant of thy word, 
Iſet my worthleſs name; 
I ſeal th' engagemene to my Lord, 
And make my humble claim. 


The light, and ſtrength, and pard'ning grace, 
And glory, ſhall be mine 
My life and ſoul, my heart and fleſh, 
And all my pow'rs, are thins, 


I call that legacy my own 
Which Jeſus did bequeathe: 
was purchas'd with a dying groan, 
And ratify'd in death. 


E Sweet is the mem'ry of his name 
ö Who bleſs'd us in his will, 
And to his teſtament of love 

| Made his own life the feal. 


*Chriſt's - 
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Chriſt's dying Love; or, Our Pardon, 
bought at a dear Price. 


H O W condeſcending and how kind, 

5 Was God's Eternal fon ! 

Our mis ry reach'd his heav'nly mind, 
And pity brought him down. 


When juſtice, by our ſins provok'd, 
Drew forth its dreadful ſword; 

He gave his ſoul up to the ſtroke, 
Without a murm'ring word. 


He ſunk beneath our heavy woes, 
To raile us to his throne ; 9 
There's ne'er a gift his hand beſtows, Ee 
But coſt his heart a groan. 


This was compaſſion like a God, 
That when the Saviour knew, 
The price of pardon was his þ lood, 
His pity ne'er withdrew. 


Nou tho' he reigns exalted high, 
His love is ſtill as great: 

Well he remembers Calvary, 
Nor lets his ſaints forget. 


Here we behold his bowels roll 
As kind as when he dy'd; 
And ſee the ſorrows of his ſoul 
Hleed thro his wounded fave; 
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Here we receive repeated ſeals 
Ot Jeſus dying love: 

Hard is the wretch that never feels 
One ſoft affection move. 


_— 
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E: Here let our hearts begin to melt, 

= While we his death record: 

And, with our joy for pardon'd, guilt, 
Mourn that we pierc'd the Lord. 


Chriſt the Bread of Life. 


Et us adore th' eternal word, 
*T is he our ſouls hath fed: 
Thon art our living ſtream, O Lord, 
And Thou th' immortal bread. 


The Manna came from lower Skies, 
But Jeſus from above, 

Where the freſh ſprings of pleaſure ciſe, 
And rivers flow with love. 


I be Jews, the fathers dy'dat laſt, 
Who eat that heav'nly bread : 
But theſe proviſions which we taſte, 
Can raile us trom the dead, 


Bleſs'd be the Lord, that gives his em, 
RN To nouriſh dying men 3 
And often ſpreads his table freſh, 

| Leſt we thould faint : Again. 
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Our ſoul ſhall draw thelt heaveuly breath,” 
' _ Whilſt Feſus finds ſupplies; _ 
Nor ſhall our graces fink te death, 

For Jeſus never dies. 


Daily our mortal Fleſh decays, 
But Chriſt, our life, ſhall come; 
His unreſiſted pow'f ſhall raiſe 
- 0 bodies from the tomb. 


The Memorial of our abſent Lord. 


K SUS is gone above the sies, 
Where our weak ſenſes reach him not: 
And car nal objects court our _—__ 2 
To thruſt our Saviour from our thought. ' 


He knows what wandri _ we . 
Apt to forget his lovely 

And, to refreſh our minds, be gave 

The ſe kind memorials of his pace. 


The Lord of life this table ſpread _ 
With his own Fleſh, and Ayia blood, 
We on the rick proviſion feed, 

And taſte the wine and bleſs the God. 


Ye ſinful ſweets be all forgot, 5 
And earth grow leſs in our eſteem: 
Chriſt and his love filley'ry thought, 
And faith and hope be fix'd on Ul, 


240 
While hei is abſent from our ſight, 

©? Tis to prepare our ſouls a place, 
That we may dwell in heavenly light, 
And live for ever near his face. 


Our eyes look upward to the hills 
EWhence our returning Lord ſhall come; 
We wait thy chariot's awful wheels, 


To fetch our longing ſpirits home. 


Crucifixion to the World, bd the Croſs 
of Chriſt. 


'w 3 ſurvey the wondrous croſs. 


On which the prince of glory dy'd, : 


My richeſt gain I count but loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, 

| Save in the death of Chriſt my God: 

All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
I ſacrifice them to his blood. 


| See from his head, his hands, his feet, 

Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 

Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet? 
Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown? ? 


| His dying crimſon, like a robe, 
Spreads o'er his body on the tree! 
Then am I dead to all the globe, 
And all the globe is dead to me. 
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Were 


Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too {mall : 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, i 
Demands my ſoul, my life, my all. 


4 


PSALM XXXVIIIL. 


Midſt thy wrath remember love, 
Reſtore thy ſervant, Lord! 
Nor let a Father's chack ning prove 
Like an avenger's ſword. 


My ſins a heavy burden are, 
And oer my head are gone: 

Too heavy they for me to bear, 
Too great for me to attone. 


My thoughts are like a troubled ſea, 
My head ſtill bending down: 
And 1 go mourning all the day, 
Father, beneath thy frown. 


All my defire ta Thee is known, 
Thine eye counts every tear, 

And every figh and every groan, 
Is notic'd by thine ear. 


Thou art my God, my only gone: - 
O hearken to my cry, 

O bear my fainting ſpirits up, 
When Satan bids me die. 


Q 2 
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Lord 


Lord, I confeſs my guilt to Thee, 
| I grieve for all my fin z | 2 
My helpleſs impotence 1 ſee, 


O God, forgive my follies paſt, 
Be l hou for ever nigh! | 
O Lord of my ſalyation haſte, 

| And fave me, or I die. 


PSALM LI. 


Thou that hear'ſt when finners cry, 
; Tho? all my crimes before thee lie, 
| Behold me not with angry look, 
But blot their memory from tity book. 


Create my nature pure within, | 
And form my ſoul averſe from fin: 
Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart, 

Nor hide thy preſence from my heart. 


I cannot live without the hghe 

Caſt out and baniſh'd from thy ſight + 
Thy ſaving ſtrength, O Lord reſtore, 
And guard me that I fall no more. 


Tho' I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord, 
| His help and comfort {till afford : 
And let a wretch come near thy throne 
© To pleid the merits of thy Son. 
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M ſoul lies humble ini the duſt, 
And owns thy dreadful ſentence juſt ? 


Look down O Lord, with pitying eye, 
And ſave the ſoul condemrfd to die. 


Then will I teach the world thy ways, 
Sinners ſhall learn thy ſoyreign grace: 
Pll lead them to my Saviour's blood, 

And they ſhall ptaiſe a pard'ning God. 


O may thy love inſpire my tongue, 
Salvation ſhall be all my ſong ; 

And all my powers ſhall join to bleſs _ 
The Lord my ſtrength and righteouſneſs. 


Plalm XC. 


F750 Hro' every age, eternal God, 
Thou art our reſt, our ſafe abode : 
High was thy throne e er heaven was made, 
Or earth thy humble foot-ſtool laid. 


Long had'ft Thou reign'd e' er time began 
Or duſt was faſhion'd into man: 

And long thy kingdom ſhall endure, 
When earth and time ſhall be no more. 


But man, weak man is born to die, 
Made up of guilt and vanity: 

Thy dreadful ſentence, Lord, was juſt, 
Duſt as thou art, return to duſt. 


Q3 
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Death, like an over. flowing ſtrem 
Sweeps us away, our life'a a dream: 
An empty tale, a morning flower, 
Cut down and wither'd in an hour. 


Our age to ſeventy years is ſet: 


Ho ſhort the term, how frail the ate! 


Or if to eighty we arive, . 


| We rather ſigh and groan than live. 


Teach us, O Lord, how frail is man, 
And kindly lengthen out our ſpan, 
Til from the chains of fin ſet free, 

| We And immortal life in Thee. 


0 Pſalm XIX. 


Ehold the lofty sky 
E Declares its maker God, 


And all his ſtarry works on high 
| Proclaim his power abroad. 


The darkneſs and the light 
Still keep their courſe the ſame: 


While night to day and day to * | 


Divinely teach his name. 


In every different land 

heir general voice is known: 
They ſhew the wonders of his hand, 
And orders of his throne. 


ve happy lands rejoice 
Where he reveals his word: 


| * 


We are not left to natures voice 
To bid us know the Lord. 


His ſtatutes and commands 
Are ſet before our eyes; 
He puts his goſpel in our hands 


Where our ſalvation lies. Ve 


His Laws are juſt and pure 
H is truth without deceit, 
His promiſes for ever ſure, 
And his rewards are great. 


While of thy works I ſing 
Thy glory to proclaim, 

Accept the praile, my God and King 
In my Redeemer's name. 


Pſalm LXV 


N Thee the race of man depends, 

Far as the earth's remoteſt ends; 
Where the Creator's name is known 
By nature's feeble light alone. 


At thy command the morning ray 
Smiles in the eaſt and leads the day: 
Thou guid'ſt the ſun's declining wheels 
Over the tops of weſtern hills. 


Seaſons and times obey thy voice, 

The evening and the morn rejoice 

To ſee the earth made ſoft with ſhowers, 
Laden with fruit and dreſt in flowers. 


** 
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3 Tis from 105 wat” try A e on 0 
Thou giv'ſt the thirſty ground {up pp! 
Thou walk'it upon the clouds, an "= 
VDo'iſt thy enriching drops diſpence. 


T he deſart grows a fertile field, 

E Abundant ,fiuit the valleys yield ; ; 

Ihe vallies ſhout with chearful voice, 
And neighbouring hills repeat their] lay. 


The paſtures {mile in green array, 
Where lambs and larger cattle play: 
| The larger cattle and the lamb, 
Each in his language ſpeaks thy name. 


I Thy works pronounce thy powers divine, 
© Ofer every field thy glories ſhine : 
Thro' every month thy gifts appear, 

| Great 0d, thy goodneſs crowns the year. 


Palm CIV. 


Hee, Lord, my ſoul aſpires to ſi ing, 
Almighty, everlaſting King, 
Creator! wondrous to ſurvey; 

Thy works excite the grateful lay. 

From thy bright throne beyond yon height 


Spread plains of Empyrean light, 
{The ſpheres aſſume the ſecond place 
Swift moving thro' th eternal ſpace. 


Beneath 
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Beneath more cloſe cam pacted lie _ 
The regions of th' inferior sky. \ + 
Here float the clouds. the thunders roll, 
And tempeliy whirl from pole to pole: 
Here thy obedient ſpirits nd 1 
The ſtores of vengeance for mankind; OT. 
And pleas'd Kn 5 to perform, - 
Lance the hot bolt, or drive tne ſtorm. 


Till Thou reſtrain'd it like a robe 

The deep involv'd, the ſhapeleſs globe; 
And now tho' the proud ſurges riſe, - 
Range the wide waſt, and threat the skies, 
Fix d is their bound, "their tumults end, 
vet where Thou bidſt the main extend, 
Aw'd by thy voice, aloof they roar, 

Or gently leave th' uninjured ſhore. 


Mean while the piercing liquid ſtrains 
Thro' the tall mountains ſecret veins ; 

- Thencedown the filyer currents flow 

And wander thro' the vales below: 

And while their {freams freſh moiſture yield, 
To the dry cattle of the field, 

Lo, trees projet their branches fair, 

And lodge the ſongſters of the air. 


Part II. 


Thou ſend'& thy creatures to ſuſtain, 

The former and the latter rain: 

See ſtreight, herbe, flowers and fruits appear, Y 
And various plenty crowns the year. 3 
Graſs for the beaſt, the olive grows 

For man, and the rich vintage flows 
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His life and vigour to ſuſtain 
Waves o'er the field the ripening grain. 


Lord, how do'ſt Thou all bounteous ſend, 
E Unnumber'd bleſſings without end? 

F Thro' all the earth thy glories ſhine, 
Thy works pronounce thy power divine. 
To their full growth by juſt degrees 
Majeſtick riſe the foreſt trees, | 

Up to the clouds their arms they throw, 
Their roots the center ſeeks below. 


The nations of the feather'd kind 
Here hoſpitable ſhelter find : 
| The ſtork in the tall fir-trees height 
Here leaves her brood, and wings her flight: 
And where their ſhadowy gloom they throw 
Wide waving o'er the mountains brow, 
. Earth's feeble tribes rejoice to ſhare 
| Thy tender love and guardian care. 
1 


Part III. 
| The moon, to run her deſtin d ſpace 
Fills her pale orb with borrowed rays; 
Th' appointed ſun with juſt carreer 
M etes out the day, the month, the year. 
His lamp withdrawn then ravening ſtray 
Wild beaſts, outragious for their prey: 
The lion roars his wants aloud, 
And roaring ſeeks his meat from God. 
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When the eaſt glows with opening day, 
Back to their dens they hafte away: 
Nor ſooner are the ſhades of night, 

Fled from the ſuns returning light, 
Than the ſtrong husbandman renews 
His toil, his daily task purſues, 
Tillevening calls away to reſt, 

Both toiling man, and weary beaſt. 


How various is thy praiſe diſplay'd Mo. 
O Lord, in all thy hands have made! 133 
Loſt in amazement down we fal 2 
In wiſdom Thou haſt made them all! 
How on the earth thy riches ſhower 
Inceſſant, unexhauſted ftore , 

New ev'ry morn thy gifts appear, 
Great God, thy goodneſs fills the year. 


And yet, lo other ſcenes diſcloſe, 
The ſea no leſs thy goodneſs ſhews ; 
Here the finn'd race unnumber'd ſtray, 
Dive deep, or on the ſurface play. 
Here huge leviathan may reign 

Sole tyrant of the watry plain; 

He moves , the boiling deeps divide, 
He breathes a ſtorm, and ſpouts a tide. 


Part VI. 


Theſe all own thy paternal care, 
In Thee they live, and move, and are! 
The copious flood thy hand beſtows 
Enjoy, and praiſe Thee as it flows: 
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But thy bleſt influence once withdrawn, 


No more joy, or light, or comfort dawn; 
Dire paiu ſucceeds and ſad decay, 


And death demands his doftin'd prey. 
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© Yet unimpar'd the ſpecies all 

Stand, while the individuals fall; 
Thy timely care each chaſm ſupplies, 
One riſing as another dies: 

Hence thro' the whole creation known | 

Still ſhall thy guardian power be ſhown, . 
Till at thy word devouring flame a 4 
Conſume the univerſal frame. 2 


Ev'n in that lov'd, that dreadful day ＋ 
When earth and heaven ſhall melt away; 
Thou ftill, my ſont, ſhall ſound abroad, 
Praiſe to the Father, and thy God : 

Praiſe thou the Lord: He is thy friend, 
| The cauſe of all things and their end! 
© Orer earth, ſeas, heav'n, let time prevail, 
> The rock Thou build'ft on, cannot fail. 


"Pſalm CXIV. 


Hen Iſrael, freed from Pharoab's hand, 
Left the proud tyrant and his land, 
© The tribes with chearful homage own 


Their King, and Judah was his throne, 


Acroſs 
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Acroſs the deep their journey lay, _ 
The deep divides to make them way: af _ 
Jord an beheld their march and fled -» "= 
With backward cutrent to his head. 


The mountains ſhook like frighted ſheep, 
Like lambs the little hillocks leap ; 

Not Sinai on its baſe cor'd ſtand, 
Conſcious of ſov'reign power at hand. 


What pow'r cou'd make the deep divide? 
Make Jordan backward roll his tide ? 
Why did ye leap, ye little hills ? 

And whence the fright that Sinai feels? 


\ Y 


Let ev'ry mountain, every flood, 
Retire, and know th' approaching God, 
The King of Iſrael, ſee himhere, 
Tremble thou earth, adore and fear. 


He thunders, and all nature mourns, 
'The rock to ſtanding pools he turns ; 
Flints ſpring with fountains at his word, 
And fire and ſeas conteſs the Lord. 
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A Sung of Praiſe to the Trinity. 


Lory to God the Father's name, 
Who from our finful race, 
” Choſe out his fav'rites to proclaim 
The honours of his grace. 


| Divine MELO DY; 


'* Glory to God the Son be paid, - 
ho dwelt in humble clay, 0944 
And, to redeem us from the dead, 

Gave his own lite away. 7 En 


Glory to God the Spirit give, 

From whoſe almighty pow'r + 

Our ſouls their heav'nly birth derive, 
And bleſs the happy hour. 


* Glory to God that reigns above 

T' eternal Three and One, 

W ho, by the wonders of his love, 
Has made his nature known. 


A Song of praiſe to the Trinity. 


E T God the father live 
For ever on our tongues 3 
Sinners from his firſt love derive 1 
The ground of all their ſongs. | 


Ye ſaints, employ your breath 

In honour to the Son, 
Who bought your ſouls from hell and death, | 
By offering vp. his own. || 
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Give to the Spirit praiſe 
Of an immortal ſtrain, ' 

W hoſe light, and pow'r, and grace conveys 
Salvation down to men. 


While God the Comforter 
Reveals our pardon'd fin, 

O may the blood and water bear 
The lame record within. 


To the great One and Three 
That ſeal this grace in heav'n, 
The Father, Son, and Spirit be 


Eternal glory giv'n. 
Song in Praiſe of the bleſſed Trinity. 


Give immortal praiſe 
To God the Father's love, 
For all my comforts here, 
And better hopes above: 
He ſent his own 
Eternal Son 5 
To die for fins Z 
That man had done, | 


To God the Son belongs 
Immortal glory too, 

Who bought us with his blood 
From everlaſting woe: 

And now he lives, 

And now he reigns, 

And ſees the fruit 

Of all his pains. 
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God the Spirit's name 
ortal worſhip give, 
EW hoſe new-creating pow't 
Makes the dead finner live 
= His word complea ts 
The great defign, 
And fills the foul 

z With joy divine, 


Almighty God, to Thee, 
Be endlefs honours done 3 
A The undivided Three, 
And the myſterious One: 
Where reaſon fails 
With all the pow'rs, 
There faith prevails, 

| And love adores, 
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